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Do You Wanna Get Rocked? 


Author's Notes: 


The band mentioned are a totally fictional all-girl rock band called Heaven, who are: 


Alice Miller: lead singer, rhythm guitar. 
Sarah Taylor: Lead guitar 
Sharon Pigeon: Drummer 


Catherine Sams: Bass 


On with the show! 


Last night of the tour. A night to be looked forward to and dreaded, in equal measures; the end of ‘it's 


Tuesday, this must be Houston, yeah?", end of a gruelling schedule, sound checks, hotels, security, crazy fans... 


but also the end of a rollercoaster ride, end of the excitement, end of the bond with roadies, tour staff.. 
support band. 


Mostly, everyone remained friends, but there was something very special about the bonds forged within the 
white-hot rush that was a major tour. It was never the same afterwards. 


Take this tour, mused Catherine to herself as the taxi sped back to the hotel. They'd all been so excited when 
their manager had called them in for a meeting in the bar of the ratty hotel they were using as a base for 
the midlands leg of their UK mini-tour. 


"What is it this time?" growled their drummer as they all stumbled into the bar, decidedly frazzled after last 
night's gig. Sure, it had gone well..but they'd only got to bed in the early hours of the morning. 


"Its seven in the morning, Chris," complained Alice, flinging herself into a wing chair and folding her long legs, 
"I've had four hours sleep an’ I'm grumpy.’ 


"Easy, ladies," grinned Chris, all smiles despite the grouchy reception he'd received, "I just thought you'd like to 


know we've got your first US tour." 
That got their attention. Suddenly he found himself the absolute centre of their combined stares. 
"You know the album's gone down well in the States? Well, according to the demographics of the purchasers -" 


"Get on with it!" 


"- we looked around for a band who had roughly the same target audience, and who might be interested in 
taking you lot on as support" 


"And?" All four ladies were leaning forward now, almost twitching in their desire to hear who had agreed to 


take them. Make or break. 

"We found one." 

"Argh!" 

"You've heard of Def Leppard, right?" 

Chris sat back on the threadbare sofa with a smug grin on his face as ‘his’ girls danced around the bar 
shouting with excitement. He knew they'd be pleased; after all, the band had started up as an all-female Def 
Leppard tribute band. After a year of just banging out someone else's tunes, they'd discovered within 


themselves the ability to write their own brand of catchy, irrepressible rock music; they'd never looked back. 


"When do we go?" 


"Fifteenth of next month" 
"Shit!" 

"Yup. The other band pulled out and the boys were desperate -' 

Sharon, the drummer, bounded across the room and slapped a hand across his mouth. 
"Shut up! Too much information! Dont want to know!" 


"Yeah," laughed Sarah delightedly, "all we care about is that its US that's going!" 


So, they'd gone. Packed up their gear and re-hired their techs, talked to their accountants, the record 
company, the management company, the Lep's management, and on one memorable occasion Joe Elliot himself. 
They'd been footling around in the studio, trying to work off some of the tension the upcoming tour was giving 
them. Much to their surprise, when they'd taken a break he'd just strolled in and sat down, grinning. 

After a couple of hour's chat, he'd got down to the real reason for his visit. 

"Some of the wives are pretty unhappy about having an all-girl band touring with us." 


They'd all just stared at him for a moment. 


"Unhappy..how?" asked Sarah, frowning uncertainly. Joe had shifted in his chair a little uncomfortably, looking 
like nothing so much as a schoolboy in the headmasters office. 


"Well..you know..on tour..temptation..and all that..." 


Catherine had snorted loudly then, making the others jump. Waving her tea mug at him, she scowled and shook 
her head. 


"Don't flatter yourself, mate. You can assure ‘em that we are totally not interested in fucking you lot like 


bunnies at the drop of a hat. What do you think we are, groupies?" 
Joe's eyes glittered for a second. 
"You did used to be a tribute band" he grinned back. 


Sharon pulled her hair over her face and groaned loudly. 


"Oh, fuck. Who told ‘im that? Bastards..." 


"Yeah, well, whatever. We're not now. So you can tell your ‘ladies' that we neither need nor want their men, 


alright?" 

He sat back, eyeing the irritable bassist with interest. 

"Cool." 

And that was that. 

So they'd caught the plane, checked into the hotel..and begun their first major tour. 


The first night had been terrifying. The thought of finally playing in front of that many people instead of a 


sweaty little club had produced some peculiar effects in their guitarist. 

"Does ‘Rock On start in F or 6?" 

"Jesus Sarah, you wrote the bastard! Anyway, it's El" 

"We're doomed, you know," sighed Sharon to Alice, as Catherine gave the distraught guitarist a hug. 

It had gone well anyway. 

Nobody really listens to the support, but the crowds had been appreciative, and the performances had become 
more slick and practised as the tour went on. Their manager was pleased. The record company was pleased. 
The boys were pleased. 

The girls were knackered. 

Despite the shaky start, they had even become good friends with their headliners; always being careful to 
avoid even a hint of flirting when any of the wives or girlfriends were present. Not that this was difficult; 
they had been getting plenty of masculine company all through the tour, some welcome, and some less so. 
Although collectively Heaven were accustomed to male attention some of what they'd received on this tour 


beggared belief. 


"What you got there, Cath?" asked Sarah curiously one morning, seeing the bassist's eyes widen as she opened 


a piece of morning fan mail. 
For answer, she silently passed the envelope to her friend. 


"He's taken a picture of his..oh, that's disgusting!" 


"Look at the second one." 

"Ugh!" 

They'd had to wade through the odd flood of flowers (assisting a cursing and sneezing Sharon, who suffered 
dreadfully with hayfever), been sent various improbable items of supposedly sexy underwear, torture 
implements - 

"How come | got this? l'm only the bassist!" 

‘It's those corsets you wear on stage." 

"Can't be. Anyway, you wear jeans and that basque, and you get all the ones from women.” 


„and the photos. The one from the guy with the goats had, however, been passed straight to the police. 


Life had settled into a routine, and none of them could figure out exactly how they felt as the last night 
approached. 


"You must admit, its been nice working with such a group of sexy blokes" sighed Sharon from under the towel 
she'd draped over her face. They were attempting to wind down backstage after the penultimate show of the 
tour, and Sharon had adopted her usual post gig position - flat on her back on the floor under said towel. 


"Yes, but even such men look a bit rough first thing in the morning," added Alice thoughtfully, taking another 


pull on her beer. 


"Especially Joe after a long bus ride. Poor bastard can't sleep on a bus, apparently," offered Catherine from 


her position on the sofa 

"You know he fancies you, don't you?" grinned Sarah as she stepped across the prone drummer. 

"Bollocks he does." 

"No, really. Haven't you seen him watching you from backstage, and during soundchecks?" 

"No, | haven't. You're trying to wind me up. Anyway, what about those late night guitar sessions with Phil?" 


"Stop trying to change the subject," chided Sarah mildly, passing the bassist another beer, "because you know 
it's true. He'd just love to get into your knickers." 


Catherine regarded her friend solemnly for a moment, then sighed and passed a hand over her eyes. 


"Whatever. Last night tomorrow, then we can all go home and crash out for a while..thank god" 


"You said it, sister!" 


Last nights were always special, Sav told them philosophically as they jogged past him that afternoon swearing 


loudly on their way to an impromptu soundcheck, because things could never be quite the same again 


"No shit" growled Alice, who was unhappy that they were being badly rushed in order to make room for a few 
changes to be put in place for the headliners. 


To their surprise, after a somewhat strained run through of a couple of tracks, they were accosted on their 
way back to the dressing rooms by a smiling Joe and Phil. Since the tour had gone so well, they said, and the 
crowds seemed to enjoy the show put on by the ladies, not to mention the fact that the fans always loved 


something a bit unusual.. 
"Get on with it" snapped Alice, still peeved that they'd been rushed. 
Would they like to do a number on stage with them in the encore? 


Both men looked a little smug as they received their third degree hugs from the delighted ladies, amidst 
whoops of joy. 


"What track?" 

"Lets Get Rocked. You OK with that?" 

"| think we can cope" snorted Sarah. 

"Cool" grinned Phil 

Joe reached out and gently ran a finger along Catherine's jaw, smiling craftily 
"See you later, yeah?" 

"OK" 


The band rushed off, and as soon as they hit the relative safety of the dressing room they all turned and 
stared at the blushing bassist. 


"What?" 


"Toldya" 


It had been a blinder of a show. The girls had prowled the dressing rooms like tigers as they waited for the 
call; when it came, they practically fell over themselves in the rush to get to the stage. Much nervous 
catcalling was made along the way - 

"Bet Joe wants you with him." 

"Fuck off and stick to fantasising." 

"Hal Bagsy | play with Phil” 

"See?! You lying cow, you said you weren't interested!" 

"Shut up - " 


"- we're here...” 


And on to the stage, blinking in the lights and waving at the crowd, grinning at each other and revelling in the 


waves of sound breaking over them. 


They fanned out around the band as Joe stroked up the crowd..and then they were off. It was fantastic, they 
all agreed; both bands worked well together, dancing and playing, laughing and giving the fans an encore to 


remember. 


Sure enough - she wasn't sure how, but was fairly sure the members of both bands managed to engineer it - 


Catherine managed to end up playing and singing, in the main, with Joe. 

At first, she'd felt a little awkward; after all, here was a man she'd had posters of on her wall as a teenager, 
and now she was on stage flirting with him whilst being roared on by ten thousand people. Whatthehell, she 
thought after the first three bars, go with it. 

When the song wound up, Joe stared deep into her eyes and growled the very last line of the track: 

"Do ya wanna get raaaaaaawked?" 

She couldn't help herself. To the howling from the packed auditorium, she swung her bass around behind her, 
put her hands on her hips, lifted her head... and stared straight back into his amused green eyes, arching an 


eyebrow. 


He was going to fling out a challenge so very publicly? Then she would call his bluff, and to hell with the 


consequences. 


So she was completely unprepared for what happened next. 


He leaned in closer to her, hypnotic eyes sparkling with both amusement and something deeper, darker - and 
kissed her. Deeply. Passionately. Long. 


The crowd went wild, screaming approval. The rest of both bands roared with laughter, applauding both Joe's 
unexpected move and Cath's spirited response. Joe broke the kiss, and leaned his forehead against hers, 
stroking the back of her head whilst exhaling slowly. 

"Bastard," she hissed at him. 


"Yup." he murmured. 


They broke apart then, waving at the crowd, the girls hugging each other and the headliners before exiting, 
stage left. 


None of the girls had really known what to say to their seething colleague as she practically ran down the 
hallways back to the dressing room. After all, as the oldest of them they usually deferred to her on most 
subjects; for all that the band was pretty much a democracy Catherine usually held the casting vote. They'd 


never seen her so..unsettled. 


She flung her jacket on and headed straight for the door again as soon as they got there. Alarmed, Alice 
grabbed her arm. 


"Where you going?" 
‘Out. Away. l.l don't know, to be honest” 
"But there's the party -" 


This was true. The Leps were throwing one of their legendary after-tour parties, and as support band - and 


friends - all four girls were invited. They'd been looking forward to it for weeks. 


"Bugger the party. Tell ‘em I'm sick. Tell ‘em | died. Tell them whatever you like. But I'll see you in the morning, 
oK?" 


Nodding silently, her friend and singer let her go. 


* 


Catherine rubbed the bridge of her nose and sighed loudly as the taxi pulled up outside the hotel. Thanking the 


driver, she got out, paid, and slowly wandered in to the lobby of the excruciatingly expensive hotel. The night 
staff nodded to her as she made her way to the lifts, but no-one spoke to her. She was glad of that. 


Riding up in the lift - elevator, she thought sourly, the locals call ‘em elevators - she tried to figure out what 
had happened tonight. Why tonight? Why her? After all, they'd all been as good as gold all tour; rule one had 
been solemnly agreed as ‘no trying to bonk the headline band! and they'd all stuck to it. Besides which, all the 
boys seemed quite happy in their own relationships and there'd been no shortage of male attention for all the 
girls. 


She thought back to the tall man dressed all in black who'd given her the red rose at a club in LA; the 
memory of their night together still made her shiver with pleasure. He'd been quite something, all right. 


The elevator pinged gently to a stop, and she strolled slowly to her room. She opened the door, crossed the 
space grandly designated as a ‘reception room and flopped on the bed, still lost in the memories of her 
beautiful dark bedfellow. Pale skin.dark eyes..dark hair..knowledgeable hands..she sighed and brushed a hand 
across her nipples, feeling them peak with excitement. Perhaps that's what | need, she mused; a nice hot 
shower, and an early night with my vibrator. Gasp the confusion of the night away with memories and 


fantasies, orgasms and sweat. 


As she undressed, dropping clothes untidily all over the room, she caught sight of the clock and her previous 


sourness returned. 


They'll be off stage by now. At the party, in all likelihood. Laughing about what a fool | am. Bastards. And then 
Joe will be carted off by that girlfriend of his, and she'll slide her hands over his chest and round his back, 
then down to that perfect, tight, biteable, kissable ass... 


"Get over yourself," she snapped at her reflection 


Stepping into the shower a moment later, she felt all the tension begin to flow away from her as the hot 
water slid over her heated flesh. Tilting her head back, she gently stroked a nipple with one hand while the 


other strayed lower, tangling in her pubic hair before seeking out her own deep, moist warmth. 


"The hell with it," she sighed as she began to stroke herself more firmly, rolling an erect nipple between 
thumb and forefinger, "Who's to know? Aaaaah, Joe...” 


Emerging from the shower wrapped only in a short silk robe some thirty minutes later, Catherine felt relaxed, 
clean, satiated and - more importantly - back in control. I'll just have a little nightcap, she thought fuzzily to 
herself, then climb into bed. It'll all be much, much clearer in the morning. 


Something was nagging at her senses; something was different to when she'd got into her shower. Cold fingers 
of dread began to wrap themselves around her heart as she realised that although she'd left all the room 


lights on when she'd headed for the shower, the sitting room area was now in darkness. Also, she could hear a 
guitar - her guitar, the battered old acoustic she dragged round with her everywhere - being softly played 
somewhere in the darkness. 

| was alone in here. Now there's someone in my room. | don't know who it is. 

No one knows l'm here. 


Shit! 


Suddenly very, very afraid she began to glance frantically around the bedroom for something - anything - she 


could use as a weapon. Nothing. 

The soft music stopped. A tall figure stepped up to the doorway of her bedroom. 
"Catherine." 

A flash of panic - a moment of utter terror - and then she recognised him. 


" Jeeeeeeeeeeesus, Elliot! Scare a girl half to death why don't you?" She sat down suddenly on the bed and put 
her head in her hands, faintly ashamed to see that she was trembling. 


‘I'm sorry. When you weren't there after the show |.| was surprised, | suppose." 

He sounded tired. When Catherine looked up at him, she was surprised to see that he was still in his stage 
outfit, normal procedure was to get showered and changed pretty much immediately they came off stage. 
That would explain how he got here so quickly, then 

"Why did you do it, Joe?" she asked softly, allowing herself to finally meet his gaze. 

"Didn't you like it?" 

"That's not what | said." 

He smiled a little at that. 

"Guess | haven't lost it, then" 

"No, you haven't," she sighed. Realising that they could verbally spar like this all night and never get any 
answers, she rose and moved to the door, stopping just out of arms reach and cocking her head to look up at 


him. 


"Look, stop mucking about. You know | don't steal other girl's men. You know we've all been bloody careful to 


stay away from you all during this tour. You know | had posters of you on my wall when | was a teenager. You 


know all that, Joe; so I'll ask you again. Why?" 


He straightened his stance from where he'd been leaning on the doorframe, and closed the gap between them 
with one swift pace; he wasn't actually touching her, but he was so close that she could catch the faintly 
masculine odours of sweat and effort. My god, thought Catherine as she looked up at him, I'd forgotten he was 
so blasted tall.. 


Taking her face gently in both hands, he used his thumbs to slowly massage her cheekbones, each pass of his 
skin over hers obsessive in its firmness, its gentle intensity. As he spoke, his hands began their slow 


exploration of her neck, her shoulders, her collarbone; each touch feather light but sure. 
"Because I've been watching you. Because you're so strong..you don't take any shit from anyone, do you?" 


"Not even you," she replied quietly, keeping her hands by her sides only with a tremendous effort of will. The 
feelings his touches were stirring within her were as powerful as anything she'd ever felt, the urge to simply 
let this wonderful, beautiful, terrifying man sweep her on to the bed and do what he liked with her was almost 
irresistible. Only her innate stubbornness kept her still 


“Alright then," his hands stilled, holding her shoulders firmly as his green eyes bored into her grey, "in the end, 


because | wanted to. Good enough?" 


She nearly laughed. The trembling was getting worse now, torn as she was between giving in to her body and 


giving him a piece of her mind. 
Oh, hell. Why not. 

"Good enough." 

"Right then 


He grinned and straightened up with a suddenness that made her gasp. Before she could ask him what the hell 
was going on, he had grasped her waist, lifted her over his shoulder and started moving to the door. In answer 


to her yells asking what exactly the fuck he thought he was doing, he replied amiably: 
"My room. Bigger bed." 


She wouldn't quickly forget the short walk along the corridor, trip in the elevator then another section of 
corridor before entering another - his - room. A quick twist and throw had her bouncing on the bed, tousled 
and furious. Before she could draw breath to adequately yell at him, he had stripped off his shirt and was 
advancing on her, bare chested. The rigours of charging around a stage for two hours almost every night - 


for months - had taken their toll; his muscles were toned, defined, and faintly gleaming with sweat. 


"Wah," was all she could manage, before he was kneeling on the bed before her. 

"Alright?" he asked, solemnly. 

"Oh yeah," she replied breathily, before leaning forward to kiss him. 

They spent some time exploring each other's bodies, feeling the responses to moves learnt before but never 
experienced quite like this; they began to tentatively find a rhythm that suited them both, and allowed 
individual emotion to describe a complex pattern over the deeper, bass notes of raw desire. Her silk robe was 
swiftly slipped away from her body, slithering down to form a crumpled heap beside the bed; his jeans took a 
little more removing, but she took every opportunity to taste and touch each square inch of firmed, masculine 


flesh as it appeared beneath her hands. 


They paused, then; taking advantage of the sudden calm to study each other a little closer, a little deeper. 
Vulnerable and equal - at last - they waited to see where the next storm would take them. 


Joe nuzzled his face into her neck, hiding in her hair; he almost moaned when she swung away and looked at 


him. 

"Affection, Joe?" she asked quietly. 

"You sound surprised," he murmured back, rolling over and pulling her firmly in to his chest. 
"Hmm," she agreed, leaning over to nibble at an earlobe. He shivered. 


"Not terribly ‘rock star’, affection," she snorted quietly. He sat up suddenly at that, knocking her flat on her 


back again. Leaning over her, one hand firmly on each side of her head, he glared down at her, eyes blazing. 
"lm not just a ‘rock star'," he growled, slipping a knee between hers and guiding her thighs apart, "I'm a man.. 
complicated." lowering his hips over hers, "..vulnerable.." gathering both her wrists into one of his hands and 
holding them above her head, "..wanting.." dipping his head to nip at her neck, "aching..." 

He entered her with one smooth movement, groaning deeply as he felt her fold around him, gripping him tightly 
with her thighs and calling out his name. Holding still for a moment, he struggled to control his breathing 
sufficiently so the experience could last - for them both. They'd both waited long enough for this, and neither 
wanted to waste what might be their only opportunity. 

"Ah! My god!" moaned Cath fiercely. She felt Joe smile against her neck. 


"No, just me." 


Laughing, she allowed the sensations to sweep her away. 


Later, she would remember how well they seemed to fit each other, and how smoothly they had moved with 
each other's desires. Instead of the slight awkwardness of first time lovers they had found an almost spiritual 
togetherness; words were not necessary. Their bodies communicated directly, needing little assistance from the 


minds entwined with sensation and wallowing in bliss. 

As soon as her body told him with a tightening shiver that her peak was approaching, he looped his arms 
firmly around her middle and swung them both upright. She tightened her legs sharply around his waist at the 
change in position; all her weight was transferred to him..and it felt wonderful. Joe flung his head back and 
made a throaty, wordless sound of pleasure as she arched her back and cried out with the intensity of the 
experience. Too much to bear, he gave one final yell and felt himself pulsing to completion within her welcoming 


heat. 


Collapsing bonelessly on the bed, they crawled into each other's arms and simply held each other for a 


moment, breathing hard, reliving the final flickers of the experience. 

"Wow." 

"Yeah." 

Just the sound of two sets of breathing returning to normal for a while, then: 

"Joo?" 

"Mmmm?" 

"We forgot something.” 

He opened one eye and looked at her, puzzled. In reply, she simply slid a hand down his body and stroked the 
damp length of him, smiling as she felt him twitch beneath her fingers. He lay back with a sigh of 
contentment, looking a trifle smug. 

"Joe" 

Mm?" 

"Protection?" 


The comment seemed to take a second or two to penetrate the rosy glow currently suffusing her lover's 


mind. When it did, however, the result was nothing short of electric. 


His eyes shot open again, staring fixedly at the ceiling for a moment. Then, so slowly she could almost hear the 
muscles in his neck creak, he turned his head to stare at her, still holding the horrified look in his eyes. 


"Hello? Earth to Joe?" 
He blinked. 


"Look, don't worry, I've got it covered. But if you're carrying anything, so help me I'll come looking for you with 


a crowbar one night." 
He rolled his head back and closed his eyes again, groaning and rubbing his hand across his face. 
‘lm sorry..l just didn't think." 


"Do this a lot, do you?" she asked wryly. He turned on his side, propped himself up on one elbow, and regarded 


her solemnly. 

"No. Never, actually. But you just - " 

She could feel it coming - the Conversation. The one that mentioned big words like Love, and Commitment. So, 
although it just about broke her heart to turn away from the soulful green eyes that would be incredibly 
easy to fall right into, she interrupted him with a light laugh. 


"Come on. I've given you enough shocks for one night. Am | right that you came straight off stage and never 


even showered?" 

A brief look of hurt flashed across his face, which he covered magnificently with a sly grin. 
"You sayin’ | smell?" 

‘Im saying we both do. Come on, rock star - shower!" 


With that, he gave a mock growl and lunged for her. Giggling, she shot out of the other side of the bed and 
challenged him. 


"Last one in's a rotten egg!" 

By the time they actually got into the shower, the mood had been restored. Amazing what a naked game of 
very adult ‘kiss chase’ can do for your libido, mused Catherine as she smoothed sweet scented suds over Joe's 
chest and slowly slid her hands lower. He laughed aloud as she began - once more - to coax him into life. 
"Bloody hell, woman! Are you trying to kill me or what?" 

"Or what," she replied with an impish grin, dropping to one knee in order to soap his legs. He had such good 


legs, for a man, long and lean, hard muscled and well shaped. She slowly ran her fingernails from his instep to 


his groin, making him moan quietly. Encouraged by his response, she leaned forward and took his length gently 


in her mouth, using the opportunity to massage his ass with both hands. He gasped aloud, a sound that rapidly 
became a moan as she ran her tongue along the underside of his cock, pausing to swirl it slowly around the 
tip. 

"Oh god," he groaned. 

No, she thought to herself, just me. 

Leaning forward again, she carefully took him in to her mouth - then tried something Alice had always sworn 
blind would bind a man to you forever if you could actually do it. She relaxed her throat, and engulfed him 
entirely, root to tip. She felt him twitch and heard him gasp as she took the opportunity to rub her tongue 
gently along his now rock hard underside. 

He'd been reduced to making small animal noises at the back of his throat, leaning against the shower wall for 
support. Gotcha, she thought cheerfully, then slowly slid back until holding the very end between her teeth; 


then she repeated the whole procedure. 


She wasn't terribly surprised when he dragged her away from him to stand, and held her close, trembling 


slightly. 

"Aargh... 

"Good, huh?" she murmured smugly. 

He growled at her again, switched off the water and pointed a finger dramatically toward the bedroom. 

"Bed, wench, now!" 

She slowly backed out of the shower, and made a great show of carefully drying herself off, turning around 
and wiggling her backside provocatively at him as she slowly strolled back over toward the bed. She didn't get 
that far, being swept off her feet again as she passed the sumptuous sofa that graced his room's ‘reception 
area. 

"Do you always do this?" she giggled as they tangled on it like a couple of teenagers on heat. 

"Do what?" 

"Keep picking your women up. In a literal sense." 


"Well..you are pretty small.” 


"Cheeky tart." 


‘lm a..2" and with that, he began to tickle her. Everywhere. Mercilessly. However she twisted and turned, she 
simply couldn't escape his mobile, wicked hands; eventually pleading for mercy, he held her pinned to the couch, 
grinning up at her heaving chest as she struggled to get her breath back. The eroticism of the position was 
lost on neither of them; he lay mainly on top of her, legs twisted around ankles and arms linked behind her 
back. 

"Joe," she panted 

"Yeah?" 

"Bed." 

They went. 

This time, it was slower, more leisurely, having taken the edge from their appetites they could afford to 


savour this course. It was slow and gentle, fiercely beautiful and full of tender savagery; in other words, they 
made love as if it were the end of the world. 


Afterwards, as they relaxed in each other's arms, Cath noticed Joe wince as he shifted. 
"You OK?" 


"Ah, it's just my back. Gives me hell sometimes - can't think why it would be bothering me tonight." he buried 
his face in her hair with a smile which swiftly turned to a hiss of pain 


"You got any oil or anything kicking around? Moisturiser, anything like that?" 

"Kinky." 

She hissed at him with exasperation, scowling fiercely. He raised his hands in mock surrender. 

‘In the bathroom, little purple bottle." 

"Righto. Hold on, be right back." 

She returned a minute or two later, reading the label on the small bottle of scented oil in her hands. 
‘lim not even sure | want to ask why you got this -" 


"| wouldn't." 


"Then | won't. Roll over." 


She shifted the bedclothes around until she was happy, then spent a further few minutes gently shifting the 


positions of his head and arms until she was satisfied. 


"What are you up to?" came the suspicious - if somewhat muffled - mutter from somewhere below her 


elbow. 
"Shush. You'll see." 


She warmed a little of the oil in her palms for a moment, then began to make slow, firm sweeps across his 


back, curving over his shoulders and smoothing the muscles of his arms. 

"Mmmmmm..." 

Down, then, to the small of his back. Small circles, followed by gentle kneading, rolling the stiffened tendons 
under the heels of her hands and soothing the taut nerves with the tips of her fingers. She could feel the 
tension trembling just under the surface of the skin, and with a smooth stroke of her deft hands she rolled it 
away. 

"Where," Joe practically purred, "did you learn to do this?" 

She smiled sadly, never slowing her hands' gentle movements over his back. 

"Night school. I'm a qualified therapeutic masseuse and aromatherapist - bet you never knew that.” 

‘Nope. Don't stop..what made you do it? Oh yeah..." 

"Had a boyfriend with a bad back. Thought it might help." 

"Did it?" 

She frowned down at him. He clearly hadn't heard the do-not-go-there tone of voice. 

"Yes. He got better. He knocked me around. He's history. End of story." 

"Oh." 

Stroking over the buttocks now. Her favourite part of a man - and these really were something special 
Smooth and pale, nicely rounded and firm, leading down to those long, lean, powerful legs. She applied a little 
more pressure, and was rewarded with a groan of pleasure. Smiling now, she added a little more oil to her 


hands and slowly stroked her way down each leg, taking the time to spend a while working over the delicate 


muscles, tendons and ligaments of the foot. Joe sighed deeply, becoming even more relaxed. She chuckled 


quietly at him. 
"Hard day at the office, dear?" 
He snorted in amusement. "Mmmm. Killer.” 


Done now, she worked her way back up towards his head, pausing to tease out the last of the tension from 
his shoulders before sliding back under the covers beside him. 


"Better?" 


"You have no idea," he murmured sleepily, gathering her into his arms. "Stay with me," he added quietly, a 


moment later. She gave a small sigh of her own. 
"For tonight." 
"But _w 


She shushed him gently, tucking herself more firmly into his arms. He stretched out, and turned off the light, 
stroking her hair and inhaling the scent of her before settling down 


"Goodnight, love." 


"Night, Joe." 


Telephone. Alarm call. 

Mm. Daylight. 

What time is it? Too bloody early. 

Telephone again. Shut up. 

Better answer it. 

"Wha?" 

"Good morning, Mr Elliott. You requested a ten am. call?" 


"Mmph. Ta." 


Clunk. 


Joe rolled over and stretched, pleased at how loose his back and legs felt. Must get that done again, he mused, 


reaching over to the other side of the bed to wake Cath. 

Hmm. Empty. Cold. Not there. Where's my woman? Must be in the bathroom. 

"Cath?" 

No reply. No shower sound 

He sat up, rubbing at his eyes as the room swam slowly back into focus around him. Yup. He knew it. Alone. 
Turning, he realised there was a small scrap of paper pinned to the other pillow. Ripping it off, he turned it 
toward the light and read the few words. 

T 

Thanks. Early flight, cant hang around. 

Cath: 


And underneath that, a drawing of a smiley face, one eye closed in a wink. 


He flopped back on the bed, snorting with disgust. Bugger. Oh well. He could always track her down again, and 


next time, she wouldn't escape so easily. Smiling, he rolled over and went back to sleep. 


* 


High above the Atlantic, reclining in a comfortable seat and sipping at a cup of fine Earl Grey tea - which, she 
thought, always tasted faintly of dishwater, but never mind - Catherine touched the window and sighed. She'd 
felt pretty bad, sneaking out with only a thin robe, stealing away leaving nothing but a note. She felt she should 
have spoken to him. Found out if he really... 


No. Never again. She'd promised herself, after the last time, never, ever, again. Love was..bad news. Even 


possible love. Even the prospect of love. Nip it in the bud Don't let it happen. If all else fails, run like hell. 


Don't flatter yourself, she thought sadly. He probably hasn't even realised you're gone. Sighing, she pulled the 


blind down against the sunrise, and settled down to watch the movie. 


Only the flight attendant noticed the slow surge of tears, and wisely decided not to mention it. 


Torn To Shreds 
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On with the show! 


Alice sat at the breakfast table, staring moodily out of the window at the carefully manicured gardens while 
she ripped a napkin into tiny shreds, flicking the bits to the floor. 


"Penny for ‘em," chuckled Sharon as she plonked herself down opposite her band mate, perusing the menu. 
"Cath's gone.” 

"Eh?" 

a 

"Where?" 

"Back to UK" 

"Fuck. When?" 


Alice sighed and pushed towards her friend the note that she'd discovered stuffed under her door when she 
got up. Sharon unfolded the piece of hotel notepaper and read the untidy scrawl of a bassist in a hurry. 


"Alice - good start," 


"Shut up and read" 


"Moody bitch y'are before lunch. Lessee..spent the night with - oh, man, she didn't!" 
Alice nodded gloomily, flicking her bits of napkin with a little more venom. 
"Great. OK..ah..early flight, can't handle another one like' - she is kidding?" 


"Nope. Apparently, Mr Tall Blonde And Sexy did something that reminded our fair friend of that bastard ex of 
hers - so she legged it. All the way home." 


"Bugger" 

"Yup" 

The pair of them sipped coffee in silence for a while before Sharon eventually shrugged, flagged down a passing 
waiter and ordered breakfast. Alice rolled her eyes. Nothing, but nothing, came between the small redheaded 
drummer and her breakfast. Trauma, tragedy, sleep - nothing. Without something substantial to eat after she 
got up, she was likely to whinge irritably about low blood sugar all day. 

"How come you're eating breakfast stuff when it's gone lunchtime?" 

"I only woke up an hour or so ago. That makes it breakfast. You eat breakfast stuff at breakfast time. See?" 


"Oh: 


"Now," added Sharon, "you're not going to give our lad a hard time over this, are ya, ‘Liss?" she asked, frowning 


over her friends head whilst still shovelling in bacon and eggs. 

"Why?" 

"Afternoon ladies. Gorgeous as always. Thought you were all away early this am. on the big white bird?" 
"Afternoon Joe. Don't hit him, Alice” 


"Hit me?" His eyes widened with surprise as the tall blond rose to her feet and cocked her fist at him, murder 
in her startlingly blue eyes. He stepped backwards, raising his hands in front of him. "What the fuck?" 


"Couldn't help yourself, could you?" growled the singer, fist still raised. Joe just looked shocked, then glanced 
across at the smaller redhead for assistance. She shrugged and continued eating. 


“Liss, sit. We don't know nuthin’. And we can't afford the legal fees." 


She paused, looking between her friend and her intended prey. Finally, it was the sight of a grinning Sav trailing 
behind the gloomy cloud that was Sarah before coffee that made her drop her hand and return to her seat, 


throwing an unhappy snarl and a black look toward Joe. 
"Great. Just great. Hi Sarah, did you have a good night?" 
The sullen guitarist sat herself down , letting her head loll forward so her night black hair fell over her face. 


"Fuck off" 


Alice beckoned a waitress over, ordering the largest container they had of Cafe Brulee Diabolique. They had 
learned of the Cajun brew down in Mississippi; on discovering it's powerful, dark, burning taste Sarah had 


declared herself in love and now insisted on starting her day with one. Everyone else thought it was foul. 
Sav pulled up a chair, joining the group. 
"She always like this when she wakes up?" he asked, grinning. 


"No. Sometimes she's worse," Sharon said with a smile. Colossal breakfast done with, she laid her cutlery down, 
sat back and belched quietly. Joe - still standing several feet away - rolled his eyes and approached the table 
cautiously, still not terribly sure what sort of reception he was going to get. Sharon patted the seat between 
her and Sarah with a wink; he glanced at the curtain of hair hiding Sarah's face - not to mention her coffee - 


and raised his eyebrows. 
"Does she bite when she's like this?" 
"Wuss. Sit." 


"So," sighed Alice, fixing her icy blue stare on Joe, "I'm assuming you spent the night with Cath. You did 
something that made her run home," his eyebrows shot up, and he appeared to be about to speak. Alice 
scowled at him, then shot a finger at Sav accusingly, "and you spent the night with our uncommunicative 


friend here. After all our vows to look not touch, as well. I'm ashamed of the lot of you.” 
"Hey, | did nothing she didn't want to do!" 


"Me neither," added Sav gleefully, watching with fascination as the second cup of evil coffee vanished under the 


hair. 

"Look, Alice, | know you're cross - " 

"No shit" 

"- But | really, genuinely want to see Catherine again. | mean, | made it perfectly clear that it wasn't a one 


night stand" Joe was looking distinctly aggrieved. Alice didn’t entirely blame him; this was a man used to having 


legions of women panting after him at every turn. To have one not return his interest must be a..novel.. 


experience, if nothing else. She smiled at him, a little nastily. 


"Because you like her, or because she dumped you before you could dump her? Is it the heart or the ego 
talking?" 


"She's got you there," agreed Sav mildly, shooting his friend a sideways glance. 

"Well, if you're going to be like that...” 

"Hang on Joe," chuckled Sharon as Joe huffed in irritation, "what exactly did you do?" 
"Had sex," he replied, opening his eyes wide and attempting to look innocent. 


"I think they mean ‘what else’, Joe," sighed Rick, "the first part is a bit bloody obvious. This is you we're talking 
about, after all." 


"Oh. Well, | did try to talk to her but she kept changing the subject. Then she did this amazing thing with - ' 

Sharon slapped her hand over his mouth, wagging her finger at him. 

"Naughty, naughty. You didn't use the ‘C' or the ‘L' word, did you?" 

She watched him frown as he tried to figure out what she meant. When he started to move his lips into the 
shapes of various inventive obscenities, she shot her friend a desperate look She really didn't feel up to being 


exposed to Joe's undoubtedly large collection of swearwords. 


"Love. Commitment. You know." deadpanned Alice. To everyone's shock, Joe slowly began to blush. Sav flung his 


head back and gave a war whoop, howling with laughter and drumming his hands on the table. 
"Joe's in lovel Wheeeeee! Wait till | tell the boys about this!" 

"Fuck you, Sav," 

"Nah, mate. You're already fucked" 

"Oh my, now we really have a problem. Alice, you got plans for today?" 

"Shopping. Buggering about. The usual” 


"Sav? Sav? Stop giggling. If Joe doesn't hit you | will. Thank you. Are you OK to just sort of mooch about with 
Sarah for today?" 


"Yeah, OK." 


"Joe, We need to talk Then we all need to meet up somewhere - where's Phil and Rick?" 
"Phils place?" asked Sav, seeing Joe nod. 

"Is it far? 

"Nah." 

"Right. You take Sarah and Alice there for tonight. Joe and | will follow you down for the morning. Think Phill 
mind?" Sharon suddenly felt a tiny bit guilty for simply making plans for them all to descend on Phil, but the 
glint in Joe's eye seemed to indicate that he, at least, didn't mind. 

"Why?" asked Joe quietly, "Im assumin’ you want to fill me in on a bit of background-" 

"| just want to fill you in" growled Alice 


Joe winked at her. "- But what's this mass meeting for?" 


Sharon lit a cigarette, took a drag and puffed the smoke up, making a smoke ring. Two sets of wicked green 


eyes watched it roll toward the ceiling. "Council of war, mate. Council of war." 


A strange disturbance coming from the end of the table drew their eyes. A funny sort of sighing, grumbling 
noise. Alice and Sharon caught each other's eyes and giggled; holding their fingers up, they began a countdown, 


Five. Four. Three. Two. One. 
Sarah flicked her hair back off her face and straightened up in her seat, smiling brightly at everyone. 
"Hey sexy. Hi guys. Hi Joe. Where's Cath?" 


The ladies cackled - they saw this most mornings. Sav sat back, eyes wide in amazement. Joe banged his 


forehead on the table. 
"Fucking hell. You're all bloody mad." 


* 


As the afternoon was warm and sunny, with just enough of a breeze to keep it comfortable, Sharon had 
dragged Joe out to a local park to discuss their absent friend. She shook her head at him again, catching sight 
of large shades and blonde hair stuffed under a baseball cap. She'd laughed out loud at him when he'd met her 
in the hotel lobby wearing them; he'd grinned and flipped her the finger. 


"You wanna talk, or fight off groupies?" 

"Rock star.” 

"Yeah? And?" 

He caught her smiling and shaking her head at him. 


"IFs in a good cause. Stop laughing at me, woman Anyway, why'd you want to come out here anyway? Thought 
you had allergies?" 


"I do. I've taken a pill" Sharon sighed, lifting her face to the sun and breathing deeply, swinging her arms wide 
and luxuriating in the sunshine. "This is great. Back home it does nothing but fucking rain. Gotta love California, 


man. 
Joe grinned and shook his head. "Phil says the same. You'll love his place." 


She swung her long red hair away from her face and looked across with a frown. "He won't mind us dropping in 


like this, will he?" 


"Nah. We're all used to being descended on now and again by the others, families and flunkies in tow. Look, let's 
stop bloody hiking and you can tell me whatever's so flippin’ important to your bassist that she had to run 
away from me." He sounded a little hurt, putting the emphasis on ‘me’. Sharon had to laugh at the man's ego; 
but then, wasn't that part of what everyone loved about him? You didn't have the career he did without it. 
That's partly why she'd never worried too much about Heaven's prospects; Alice had the same ferocious spark 


as this man did. 


They found a spot in the shade of a tree and got comfortable, Joe reclining in the grass propping himself up 
on one elbow and grinning at her. Jesus, she thought, settling herself cross legged with the tree's trunk at her 
back. Look at him. He's like some kind of lion surveying his territory - he knows what effect he's having, and 


he's enjoying it. No wonder poor old Cath couldn't cope. | wonder if anyone can? 


"Look, first things first. Do you just want a fling with her or..something more? And don't give me some 


bullshit. This is deadly, deadly serious." 


The wicked grin that was beginning to grow on his face died away when he realised how grave his companion 


was. Dropping his eyes, he sighed and picked a blade of grass. 
"You know she got me interested that time in the studio. She's a strong woman. She intrigues me. You all do a 
bit, | suppose," he rolled onto his back, staring speculatively up at the sky and chewing his blade of grass, "l 


mean, as a group you're all so damn strong. I've never seen that in women, | guess.” 


Sharon snorted. 


"Well, in individuals. But you lot remind me of us back when we got started, and that made me interested. All 
of us interested, truth be told. The more | watched, the more she stood out. I'd like.." he sighed again, 
returning to his previous position in order to look her in the eye, "I'd like to get to know her better and see 
what happens. | don't want to hurt her. Alright?" His tone had become somewhat challenging towards the end 
of his little speech; Sharon didn't blame him. All this questioning must be pretty different for him. Different to 


instant, slavering devotion, but then, perhaps that's why he was answering the questions. 
"How much do you know about us..our history and what have you?" 


"Not a lot. Liked your first album. | know Cath and Alice got together first, then Sarah, and someone's 
boyfriend on drums till they met you - throwing up in a gents toilet, am | right?" 


"Yeah. That was quite a night. And you know us pretty well as people from this tour.” 


"Yeah. You're.." he waved his hand in the air, searching for the right word, "..devoted to each other. When that 
fan in Philly tried to get rough with Sarah | didn't think he was going to get out alive. You're a hell of a team" 


"Right" She paused for a moment, wondering where to start. If she gave him the whole story, they'd be here 
all night; but she had to try and make him understand. Def Leppard weren't the only band considered to be 


cursed. 


"OK. Cath's the only one of us who's been married; one of the reasons Alice went to belt you earlier was 


because she was afraid that you'd done something that had reminded Cath of her ex husband." 
Joe had sat bolt upright at the word ‘married. 


"She was devoted to him. Loved him to distraction He was the one who encouraged her to take up bass in the 
first place; he played guitar and thought it would do his ego good to have wifey standing behind him on stage. 
He was a control freak, you see," Sharon took a deep breath before continuing, "With a massive ego. Anyway. 

When we all got together he wasn't pleased but didn't do anything about it. He'd wait outside the rooms where 


we practised, to make sure none of us left and no one else went in" 


Joe just stared. Sassy, noisy, rude Cath, who took bullshit from none, that under the thumb? He began to feel 


slightly ill as he suspected worse was to come. He was right. 

She looked at him sharply. "Have you ever hit a woman, Joe?" 

"Jesus, nol” 

She nodded. "Thought not. He used to, though. Whenever we had a good gig she'd be wearing shades for a week 


afterwards. If you ever get close enough again, look at her right eye. The eyelid doesn't quite shut right, that's 


‘cause the night we won a rock competition he went for her with a knife. The scar's mostly gone now, though. 


Just that little defect." 
"Fuck." 


"Yeah. And still, she wouldn't leave him. We begged her. We knew he was gonna kill her in the end; he'd already 
hospitalised half a dozen blokes that tried to chat her up after gigs. Our manager was furious; places didn't 
want to book us because of ‘that psycho." She paused again, searching Joe's face to see how he was taking 
this. He was just staring at her, mouth open in shock. She nodded, deciding to hit him with the worst of it now; 
all the little details would be filled in later but at least he would get the point. If he didn't want to continue his 


interest, fine, but he needed to know. 


"One night, me an’ Alice were round at Sarah's trying to decide what to do about the whole bloody mess. It 
wasn't a practice night, so Cath wasn't allowed out. Anyway, about midnight the phone rings. All Sarah could 
hear was furniture smashing, so we figured it was Cath and shot straight round, maybe if we'd been a bit 


quicker she wouldn't need to wear those corsets on stage to support her back." 
"What? No way...” 


"He'd thrown her out of an upstairs window, crushed a couple of bones in her back. When we got round there 
he was kicking the shit out of her in the street - the police were taking their sweet time so Alice just waded 
in with boots and fists. We tried to pull Cath away, but he shoved past us and started stamping on her hands." 
She swallowed hard. 


"The police turned up at the same time as the ambulance. He got off with a caution Catherine had two 
crushed vertebra, eight bust ribs, collarbone, both wrists, jaw, fractured skull..and all the bones in her right 
hand broken" Joe had gone white. "That's why she won't play that acoustic of hers in front of anyone; she 
says she can't get the delicate movements she needs, and it makes her cry" 


"| would-" his voice cracked, and he had to clear his throat a couple of times before he could continue, "- 


never, never, never do anything like that. Fuck, do you think | could?" 


"No. But we were all sitting together round her bed in hospital, cryin’ our fuckin’ hearts out - Jesus, she was 
the best friend any of us had ever had - and she comes round an’ says - ‘never again’. That was all she could 
say for a while. ‘Never, never again'" Sharon looked at the ground, twisting a strand of grass around her 
fingers. "| asked her once why she put up with it. She said..she said he was the first man who loved her. 
Perhaps all men loved like that, deep down; and at least she knew what to expect from this one. She said she 
couldn't have borne it if the same shit ever came from someone else." She cleared her throat a couple of 
times. "Then she would say, ‘and after all, who else would want damaged goods? God knows what that bastard 
used to say to her that we never knew about - he had some kind of hold on her, that's for fucking sure." 


They sat in silence for a while, watching the afternoon shade towards evening. As the beginning of the sunset 
began to paint the western sky with reds and purples, Joe turned back to Sharon, 


“Then what?" 

"We got her into a refuge. We kept her going. We never gave up on her, and we never let her give up on 
herself. We all moved in together, and kept working..made us real close. The more she played, the more we 
gigged, the more we wrote..the better she got. Slow process." She watched his face carefully. What was he 
gonna do with this? 

Sharon realised that she was one of the very small number of people - and miniscule number of women - who 
had ever seen Joe struggling with doubt. Emotions flickered across his face as he mulled over what she'd said 
to him, finally settling on something approaching grim determination. Clearly, a decision had been reached. 


Joe got to his feet, and offered his hand to Sharon Pulling her up, he put an arm around her shoulders. 


"C'mon love. Best we get back, get an early night so we can hit the road in the morning. You're driving. | don't 


do mornings.” 

Sharon twisted under his arm to look up at him. 

"So..you're not gonna give up?" 

"Heh. No. But I'm fucked if | know what this has to do with me - apart from the fact that I'm a bloke." 
"And what a bloke!" 

He gave her a squeeze with the arm still draped around her shoulders, grinning into the gathering gloom. 


‘Seriously, though," she sighed, "It's not men Cath's afraid of. It's love. She loved a man once, and he tried to 
kill her. That sort of thing leaves a mark; ‘never again’ she said. She meant it. An’ it's sad." 


"Yeah." 
"She's missing out." 
"Hmm. So why did Alice want to smack me, then? She must have known | wouldn’t..well, you know. Violence.” 


"Put it this way. Alice and Cath have been through some horrendous shit together. If you thought someone 


had made..Sav, for example..hurt badly enough that he might never get on a stage again, what would you do?" 
He looked at her and cocked an eyebrow, then snorted. 


"Nuff said, love. ‘Nuff said." 


A sunny day in April. Birds singing. A gentle, warm breeze sighing through the bright green new leaves of 
spring; daffodils and anemones gently nodding their heads to each other under the hedge. The racket of a 


lawnmower, muffled by enough distance to make it an almost soothing sound. Blue sky. 


Unreal, thought Catherine cheerfully. It's never like this in April, in England, in Oxfordshire. It should be pissing 


down and icy. 
Glad it's not. 


She shuffled herself into a more comfortable position on the lounge chair, took a sip from the glass at her 
elbow, and continued to gently strum a few chords on her old acoustic. Working on a song in the sunshine. She 
grinned to herself; sounds like there should be a lyric in there somewhere. Chuckling at the thought, she found 
herself playing the intro to ‘Hysteria’; memories began to stir at the sound of the familiar ballad, and she 


allowed herself a rare indulgence in past experience. 


She recalled how good it had felt to be on stage in the beginning, even playing someone else's music for a 
mostly drunken crowd. It was a rare freedom for her; to be doing as she damn well pleased with her friends, 
and getting accolades for it too. Of course, there was always the shadowy figure watching from the 
background, but as long as she was up there on stage it couldn't touch her. She was flying, and that was all 
that mattered. Then there was that night that the three girls had run into Sharon..Cath had to laugh out loud 
as the memory of that particular gents toilet - and what they'd been up to in there - flashed across her 
mind. Sharon's attempts to introduce herself through the inevitable effects of a bad pint still stuck in the 
band's memory as one of those moments you drag out and dust off when you need a giggle; not to mention 


the fact that if you mentioned it in front of her parents she blushed prettily. 


Even after all these years. Cath smiled and shook her head, before catching herself glancing yet again at the 


mobile phone on the table next to her. 

OK, and just who are you expecting to call you up? In the quiet of her mind she adopted a scolding tone. Stop 
acting like a lovesick teenager. He won't call - you made pretty sure of that, right? Right. Now either work on 
a new song, or go do some gardening. Prune something. 


She looked across the garden, admitting to herself that yes, it did need - 


The phone ringing made her jump and shriek in surprise. Cursing herself for acting like a fool, she answered it 


a little more fiercely than she had intended. 
"Battersea Dog's Home, Jack Russell speaking. This had better be good." 
"Cath, man. Where the fuck are you?" 


"Alice! Er. Hi." Her friend sounded a long way off - try America, her mind suggested snidely - and none too 


happy. 


"Well?" 

‘I'm at the farmhouse. Sorry l..ran off like that. Er. You got my note, | take it?" 

"Jesus, girl, you have no idea what you put us through. | was forced to kill Elliott, of course." 
"Alice!" 

"Had to be done." 

"Al-ICE!" 

"Ok, perhaps | just bruised him a bit." 

"Will you stop?" 


Her friend laughed down the line at her. "Alright, so he's still undamaged. Look, lady, are you ok? Cause you 
know thats all | give a shit about" 


"I'm fine." 


| heard that big sigh, Sams. Don't you bullshit me. Why'd you run off like that? You know he'd never bust you 


up like shit-for-brains did; and as for worrying about commitment, well hal” 
"Ha?" 

"Joe Elliott. Commitment. Love. Ha" 

"That seems a little harsh. | don't know, | just..it was a bit much. | can't fall -" 
"Fucking hell. Stop. Listen to yourself" 

"Alice..." 

"We've been through this. It's not like he's wantin’ to be marryin you." 


There were the unmistakable sounds of a minor scuffle in the background; Cath could quite clearly hear a male 


voice complaining bitterly about being badmouthed, and equally clear came Sharon's bellow of 


"shutupshe'llHEAR you!" 


"Alice." 


"Yes?" Trilled her blonde friend in an innocent tone. Cath sighed deeply and put her free hand over her eyes, 


beginring to feel a little cornered over the whole running-away-from-a-rock-god's-bed issue. 

"Where are you? Truth, now." 

"California" 

"Helpful. Who's there?" 

"Sharon you heard." 

"She couldn't be quiet if her life depended on it. Joe's there, isn't he?" 

"Wella little bit. Maybe." 

"Alice!" 

"Sarah's here too. Did you know that she was shagging Sav while you were -" 

Several shouts of ‘Oil’ heard faintly from the background, along with more deep, Yorkshire flavoured cursing. 
"What's Sharon doing to Joe?" 

Sitting on him. She figures you probably don't want to talk to him right now." 

"Riiiiiiiight. So Sarah's shacked up with Sav, Sharon is sitting on Joe's face right this minute -" 

"His back, actually, with his hands twisted up behind him. My, can that boy swear." 

"- and did | catch a brief aural glimpse of Phil in there somewhere? You're trying to set me up, aren't you?" 
"Not exactly, luv. More..trying to stop you cutting off your tits to spite your arse." 

"Isn't that ‘nose’ and ‘face'?" 

"Not the way you're going." 


Catherine had to laugh at that. Her friend, the fiery blonde, not willing to let her mousy little mate creep away 
into the shadows again. She didn't know whether to hug her or slap her - not for the first time. 


“Alright, alright..look, I'll be here for a couple of weeks." 


"And?" 

"And nothing, you cheeky bloody minx 

"Oh, come on.throw him a little bone or two. 

"Look, if you really must interfere, then just try and go steady, will you?" 

"Yes boss” 

"No promises." 

"Yes boss" 

"And if nothing comes of it, | want to hear no more about it! 

"Yes boss” 

"And bollock Sarah for me" 

"Yes boss” 

"Alice." 

"Yes boss?" 

"Do me a favour. Go fuck yourself, OK?" 

With a peal of laughter, Alice broke the conection Catherine stared at her garden again, then threw the phone 
at the pond. Hard. It disappeared with a splash, creating a storm of glittering ripples which slowly settled back 
to calmly reflecting the bright blue sky 

So they thought she needed this, huh? Well, it was nice of them to consider protecting her from herself 
After all, what are friends for at the end of the day? Not their fault that she felt like an emotionally damaged 


freak with nothing to offer. Not their fault at all. 


She put her head in her hands, and cried. 


"That went well, | thought," said Sharon cheerfully from her perch on Joe's broad back, "what do you think, 


Joe?" 


"Aargh! Get of fl" 

‘If | do, you've got to promise not to be cross." 

"Get. OFF. Me." 

"You're for it now." Phil chuckled from where he leant on the doorframe. 

"Oh aye," added Viv cheerfully, "he's not happy at all, is he?" 

"Sharon," sighed Alice, "let him up, OK?" 

She flipped herself off his back, and instantly scrambled around to hide behind her tall blonde friend. 
"Don't let him get me, ‘Liss! It was for his own good!" 


Joe got to his feet and dusted himself down carefully. Seeing his tormentor, he advanced on Sharon but was 
blocked by a smiling Alice. 


"Now, now, children. Kiss and make up, huh?" 


Joe and Alice stood toe to toe, staring directly into each other's eyes. Neither blinked. He was slightly surprised 


to discover that she was the same height as he; being stared down at his own level was pretty rare. 
"Uh oh. This could end badly," grinned Phil 

"Tenner says he kisses her," added Viv slyly. Sharon moved to join them in the doorway 

"You're on" 


They still hadn't blinked. 


"Oh dear. Alice playing glass eyes again? Someone better tell that boy she never loses.” Sarah strolled into the 
kitchen from the lounge, skirting the staring vocalists and shaking her head. 


"Hi Sarah. Where's Sav?" 
"Asleep, bless ‘im. Think he's a bit tired." 
Phil slipped his arm around the raven haired guitarists shoulders. 


"The noise you two were making last night, I'm not surprised. Try not to wreck the bed, eh love?" 


"You're just jealous, old man" 

"Like to live dangerously, you lot do," grinned Viv. 

"Oh yeah. Hey Sarah, Phil reckons Joe'll kiss her. I've got a tenner says he doesn't" 
‘Safe money, girl. | bet a tenner she flattens him. Takers?" 


"No chance," snorted Viv, shaking his head, "| was there that night in Philly. She's got a mean right hook, that 
one has. Short fuse with it, too." 


"Oi, ‘Liss, don't damage ‘im. We might need ‘im later!" Phil was shaking with laughter now. 
"Christ, at this rate they'll spontaneously combust," Sharon was shaking her head at the sight of two of the 
stubbornest people she knew glaring at each other. She was exceedingly fond of them both, but if they didn't 


quit soon she was going to bang their heads together. 


"Bloody hell, | hope not," groaned Viv, rolling his eyes, "have you any idea how difficult it is to get good 
frontmen these days?" 


"Ahem." 

"Frontwomen. Frontpersons. Whatever the fuck." 

Blue eyes drilled into green. Unconsciously mirroring each other's actions, they folded their arms and frowned 
slightly, without giving an inch. Despite their total concentration, they could both hear whispering from the 
doorway where their friends were watching; had they been a little less intent on intimidating each other they 
may even have realised what was coming. 

With a loud splash, each caught a very wet, very cold towel around the side of the head. 

Sharon and Phil shook hands gleefully. 

"Good shot, Collen" 

"Yeah, you too. What should we do now?" 

"Running like fuck would be a good move, | think" 

The pair of them took off across Phil's garden, enraged vocalists hot on their trail. Sulphurous swearing drifted 


back to where Sarah and Viv were watching, shaking their heads. Sav chose that moment to join them, yawning 


and scratching himself. He strolled over to Sarah and kissed her cheek. 


"Morning luv. Hi Viv. Have | just missed something? | heard..raised voices." 


"Not much," chuckled Viv, "just Alice and Joe sorting out some..” he wiggled his fingers in the air, searching for 


the right word. 
"Dominance issues." 


Viv nodded firmly. "Aye, that's the word. Anyway, I'm off to pick Jewels up from the airport - make sure they 
don't kill each other before | get back, OK?" 


"OK," laughed Sarah. Viv leaned in and gave her a quick kiss before he turned to go, earning himself a swipe and 


comment of "Get off, Campbell!" from Sav. 


"Come on sweetheart," he sighed, slipping an arm around Sarah's waist and kissing her gently, "let's go and see 


what the silly buggers are up to." 


Chuckling, they walked away in search of their friends. 


Later - much, much later, after a fuming Joe and Alice had been placated, and a grinning Sharon and Phil had 
been forced to apologise, however unrepentantly - it was decided that a barbecue in Phil's garden would be a 
good idea. Going out had been discussed; but as the whole band plus partners, children, and the three ladies 


from Heaven formed quite a substantial group it seemed to be a better plan to stay in. 


Alice and Sharon were helping Phil's girlfriend Anita prepare enough food to satisfy the masses in her airy 
kitchen, scene of such fireworks earlier in the day. Sharon was quite surprised that there weren't more 


scorch marks on the walls, considering the personalities involved. 


The chatter was easy, relaxed; the women had eventually become good friends on the road, despite initial 
reservations. Once it had become obvious that the support band were serious about leaving their headliners 
alone - at least sexually - the whole atmosphere had lost the tension of its early days. Sharon had certainly 
been concerned that after the news about Cath and Joe, then Sarah and Sav, had become public knowledge 
that it might somehow change the dynamic. However, apart from some good natured ribbing about how the 


‘look but not touch hadn't even lasted twenty four hours beyond tour's end, all was still well. 


Jewels entered the kitchen, laughing quietly. At Alice's raised eyebrow, she simply pointed over at the window. 
All four women crowded over there, wondering what had caught Jewels’ eye and dragged her away from her 


beloved Viv. 


Tucked into a corner of the garden, sitting on a stone bench barely visible from the kitchen and totally lost in 


each other's eyes, were Sarah and Sav. 


"Aaah. Young love,” sighed Anita, smiling. 
"Hah. She certainly seems quite taken with him," chuckled Alice. 


"Um. | thought he was, well, um. You know." Sharon, unusually for her, was having difficulty finding the right 


words. 


"Happy with Paige, is what we're trying to say," added Alice, watching Anita's reaction from the corner of her 
eye. The older woman shook her head slowly. 


"They'd been drifting apart for a while," she said with a sad smile, "but we all thought that the problem was 
having a female band tagging along." 


"Sorry about that," sighed Jewels. 
"Yeah," continued Anita, "but when we all realised that you guys weren't the man eaters we thought - " 
"— at least where our men were concerned,” Jewels added. Sharon grinned. 


"- then it became obvious that their problems were bigger than just band stuff" She shrugged, sighing. "They 
split pretty amicably. Sav can see his boys whenever he likes, and we all stay in touch with Paige. She's family.” 


"Oh." The four women watched the lovers in the garden in silence for a while. From simply staring, hands were 


beginning to wander and kisses become more heated. 
‘Oh my," said Sharon simply, as Sav's shirt came off. 


"I think that's enough of that, don't you?" their hostess said mildly, leaning over to open the window. Surprising 
everyone - especially the lovers - she put both fingers in her mouth and let rip with a piercing whistle. 


"Ouch," muttered Alice, rubbing her ears. When Sav and Sarah looked round, the watchers in the window waved 


cheerfully. Sarah put her head in her hands, spotting her band mates grinning at her. 
"Get a room!" bellowed Anita cheerfully, making flapping motions with her hands. Standing, Sav gave an elegant 
bow to the watchers before offering his arm to his lover and stalking off with all the dignity they could 


muster. 


"You know," said Sharon reflectively, "that would look a hell of a lot better if he didn't have a raging hard-on, 


and her jeans weren't falling down..." 


Laughing, the ladies continued where they'd left off. 


Food consumed, sunset watched, children shooed off to bed. As the desert night swept across the shadowy 
garden, Phil cracked himself a beer and settled more comfortably on the bench next to his lover. 


"So come on then, Alice. What's all this about?" 

"Aye," added Vivian, no more than a lilt in the gathering gloom. 

| mean," Rick shuffled himself around until he was settled more comfortably in Lauren's arms, "if they like 
each other that much, what's the running away shit? | know Joe can be a pain in the ass in the mornings, but 
still." 

Joe flipped him off, scowling. 


"It's..complicated,” sighed Sav. Nestled into the crook of one arm, Sarah made a small noise of agreement. 


"What's complicated?" Asked Anita quietly. "They like each other. They understand the pressures of the 
profession. They get on well. With the tour over, they've even got time to get to know each other better. 
Damn sight less complicated than the rest of us had to deal with." 


General murmurs of agreement from the velvety darkness. 


Alice took a deep breath. "Sometimes," she said quietly," | find myself wondering just how many kinds of pain 
there are. You guys have seen a lot. But not everything.” 


"No, but - " Phil began to protest. 


Shaking her head, Alice filled the rest of the group in on Catherine's background, aided by Sharon and Sarah 


who were able to fill in details when Alice's throat closed over and she was unable to continue. 


There was silence when she'd finished, broken only by the occasional grumble of a car in the distance, and the 


steady singing of cicadas. 

Oh." Sighed Jewels eventually. Viv tightened his arms around her - after all, what else was there to say? 
"Look," began Rick slowly, "I don't want you to take this the wrong way, alright?" 

Joe and Alice nodded. 

"And you wouldn't hit a one armed man, would you?" 

Alice snorted and shook her head. 


"But..Joe, do you really want to be getting into this? If she wants to avoid you so badly, do you want to chase 


after her? Haven't we all been through enough shit?" 
A pause, while the words hung heavy in the evening air. 


"How come the rest of you have all got gorgeous women keeping you warm and I'm freezing my arse off all 


alone over here?" 

Rick was the first to begin giggling at Joe's plaintive comment. 

‘Its not funny.” 

The hilarity began to spread. 

“Jesus, l'm gonna get piles sittin’ on this bench." 

"| guess that answers your question," chuckled Sarah to Rick, as Sav had to wipe his eyes at the sight of Joe 
wearing his best little-boy-lost expression Sharon met Alice's glance, and shaking her head she motioned her 


friend over to where he was sitting. 


One on either side, the two women snuggled up and wrapped themselves around him, to the vast amusement 


of all watching. Alice moved her face close to his ear. 
"Thanks." 
"You're welcome," he murmured back, sneaking a quick kiss. Alice rolled her eyes in exasperation. 


"Alright then," sighed Anita after fetching another round of beers. "What is it you want to do?" 


"Well, our manager's going berserk after Cath's little disappearing act." Sharon shook her head. "I've never seen 


him so cross." 

"Except that time Sarah told the owner of the record company to keep his hands to himself." 
"Then called him a balding misogynistic arrogant fuckwit." 

Joe whistled, eyes wide. 

"Hey. Hey!" Sarah objected, sitting up straighter, "he pinched my arse!" 

"And?" Chorused Alice and Sharon. 


'|.hadn't had any coffee." Sav winced. 


"And?" 
"I had PMT." She finally sighed, rolling her head back. Sav cuddled her closer, laughing into her neck 


"Anyway, he's THAT cross right now," said Alice, "but | think Sharon and | should be able to cover the worst of 
it" 


"They love me over here," grinned Sharon smugly, "it's because my mum's Irish." 
"Aye, and you've got the gift of the gab, so you have," drawled Viv in amusement. 
"Whatever. Have you guys got any plans?" 


"Beyond catching up with our families and reminding ourselves there's more to life than the road?" Rick opened 


his eyes wide and attempted to look innocent: 

"Yeah" 

ae 

"Good, So..Sav" 

He looked up suspiciously. Sarah giggled. Sharon had that making-plans look in her eye again 
"If Joe beards the dragon in her lair..so to speak - " 

"Im not sure | like the sound of this," muttered Joe to Alice. 

" — then you and Sarah follow along a couple of days later, to see how they're getting along” 
"Cut off the escape routes” 

"Bury the bodies’ 

"Sponge the blood off the walls” 

'Itll be fine," laughed Alice, as the boys appeared to be getting far too into trying to wind up their friend 
"| fucking hope so" Growled Joe. 

"Trust me," smiled Sharon. 


To a fresh burst of laughter, Joe put his head in his hands and groaned. 


FEKE KE OK KE 


Two Steps Behind 


Following the directions Alice had grudgingly provided, Joe finally swung the big Mercedes into what he 


presumed was the driveway of the house Catherine was hiding out in 


Well, hiding out was hardly the right phrase; according to Sharon, the place belonged to Cath - bought with a 
combination of divorce settlement, compensation and money left by an elderly aunt - although renovated by all 
four ladies. It had been part of Cath's recovery, that renovation, as the old house had slowly become alive 


again so had she. 


He drove under a stone archway and parked up in front of the old stables next to a tatty old white van, 
admiring the look of the place. It was built along traditional English lines; that is, house to one side forming one 
side of a square of buildings enclosing a cobbled yard. The longest side had obviously been a partly enclosed 
barn with hayracks along the back wall; the other sides had been stables, storage sheds, and a haybarn; 
whatever use the buildings were put to now the look of the old farmyard had been preserved. Red brick, oak 
timbers and greyed slates glowed with their patinas of age and love as the yard dozed quietly in the late 
afternoon sunshine; he breathed deeply of the clean air and felt the tension begin to flow out of him. 


No wonder she loves this place, he thought as he leaned on the car, lighting a cigarette and listening to the 
engine tick quietly to itself as it cooled; its the last place you could think of anything bad happening. 


Hearing voices faintly around the back of the house, he found a path leading that way and followed it. 
Crunching along the gravel, he was level with an enormous oak rain barrel when he realised he was being 


watched. 


Turning slowly, he came face to face with the biggest cat he'd ever seen. The animal was lying on top of the 
barrel, sunning himself; an exuberant orange colour in the brightness, with darker stripes on face and flank, a 
neat white bib and white front paws completing the picture. The beast blinked brilliant green eyes at the 
intruder, and beat a soft tattoo with his tail on the barrel while stretching a front paw out and flexing 


massively hooked, sharp claws; his whole demeanour was neither welcoming nor friendly. 

Joe stepped back a pace. 

The animal relaxed, putting his head down on his paws and hooding those incredible eyes. 

"Cath calls him Zeff," rumbled a deep voice from over Joe's shoulder. Startled, he whirled around to see a tall, 
bearded man, long greying hair neatly braided, arms folded and eyes sparkling in obvious amusement. Taking a 
deep drag of his cigarette, Joe realised he had to cock his head to look up at the guy; Jesus, what was he? Six 


five? Six six? Scary looking bastard, too. 


"You here to see her?" The eyes still held amusement, but a darker thread ran through the voice; you'd 


better not be up to anything bad, ran the subtext, or you are going to be in a whole WORLD of hurt. "You'll be 


Joe, | imagine? From the tour." 

"Yeah. She in?" Joe looked the looming figure straight in the eye, not giving anything away. 
"Aye. She expecting you?" 

"Not exactly. Alice said it would be OK, though." 


The guy scowled, looking unhappy. Finally, he just shrugged, and turned away toward the path. "You'd better 


come with me, then" 
So, you'll be what? Security?" As the two men crunched along toward the back of the house, Joe figured he'd 
better at least try to show this guy that he meant no harm. He really didn't fancy being on the wrong end of 


a kicking from him. 


"Nah," pale blue eyes glittered again from the depths of the leathery face, "I'm just a mate. Name's Phil, by 
the way." 


"Cool. Hi, Phil. Known Cath long?" 

"Longer than you have, | imagine." 

Joe's eyebrows shot up. 

"Since before her divorce," continued Phil, "I used to give the girls a hand with their stuff, way back when 
"Ah. A roadie." 

Phil stopped suddenly, and Joe almost ran straight into the broad back. Taking a step back and getting his 
balance, he suddenly realised the tall guy had turned to face him, a less than friendly expression now on his 
face. 

"You could say that, | suppose. Rock star." 

"Hey, | meant no offence - " 

"Look, she's a mate. Helped me kick a very nasty habit. Best friend | ever had" 

shia ee 


"| suppose Alice has given you some history?" 


"Well..yeah." 


It used to kill me that Cath would never let me sort out that bastard she was with." 
Joe stood and looked Phil straight in the eye. He honestly didn't know what to say. 


"She'd pick herself up, spit out some blood, and put a hand on my chest. ‘It's OK, mate, she'd say, then climb 
into his car as though nothing had happened." 


Joe swallowed hard. Phil leaned down until the pair were almost nose to nose. 
"| couldn't save her from him. God help you if | ever have to save her from you." 


Turning on his heel, he strode out along the path, shoulders set with disapproval. Joe sighed, and followed him 


round the corner of the barn. 


The path led them out to a neat little paddock, before the main sweep of grazing land began. Standing in the 
middle of it was Cath, swinging something from a piece of string and scowling hard in concentration. Joe's heart 
sped up a little at the sight of her; her hair feathered in the gentle breeze, muscles of her arms standing out 
as she swung the small object around in flowing patterns, legs braced against the forces needed to change its 
directions. He thought she looked amazing. 


The men leaned on the post and rail paddock fence quietly watching as she swung the object through a couple 
more loops, then with a powerful flick of her wrists sent it straight up in the air. She watched it tensely until 
it landed with a thud at her feet, leaping in the air with a whoop of joy when it stilled. 


"Yeah! Hey Phil, | got it that time! Give me a week, I'll be able to..to..um." She trailed off as she saw that he 


wasn't alone. 
"Good work. You need to be able to change the length of the line a bit quicker, though.’ 


Despite the distraction standing next to her bearded friend, she rolled her eyes as she started over to them, 


coiling line as she went. 
"Slave driver." 


"You know it. By the way, found a wanderer bothering Zeff by the barn. You want him here?" The threat was 


obvious, despite the gentle tone in which it was delivered. 
"Yes, mother, he's most welcome! Hi Joe. See you've met my unofficial minder.” 
Joe grinned at her. "Yeah. Seems like a nice bloke." Ignoring the sharp glance from the other man, Joe reached 


out and touched the object she'd been swinging in the field. Closer to, he could see it was a small leather bag, 


to which were attached a pair of rather worn bird's wings. He raised an eyebrow at her, giving her the full 


force of his green, slightly tilted, come-to-bed eyes. 
"So just what are you doing?" 


She smiled, handing the package and line to Phil before climbing over the fence. "It's a lure. You use it for 


training falcons." 
Joe looked up at the sky, a little apprehensively. Cath laughed. 


"No, none here now. Phil runs a little falconry centre up the road; | help him with the birds when l'm at home. 


Before | can help him train any youngsters | need to be able to swing the lure properly." 
"Really? Why?" 


"They chase it; if you swing it too close to the ground an inexperienced bird might crash. Or you might hit 
them with it, which would be bad" 


The trio were slowly walking back toward the house as Cath explained the finer points of falconry training to a 
bemused Joe. When they passed the cat on the barrel, she stopped to stroke his cheek gently, Joe took a step 
back when the cat yawned, displaying massive fangs. 

"Why do you call him Zeff?" He asked, intrigued as to why she would give the cat his boyhood nickname. 
"Well." she trailed off, smiling. Phil gave a snort of amusement, so she shyly glanced at Joe and continued. 
"He's the top cat of the group of ferals who live here. We trapped and neutered the others - they're stil 
around - but this lad would never let us get him." 


"Wanted to hang on to his balls," added Phil, with a nasty smile at Joe. 


"Yeah, and..." She sighed before continuing, "he carries on impregnating every lady cat for miles around. All he 


lives for is food, sleep..and sex." 
Cath blushed at Joe's raised eyebrows, and Phil let out a raucous guffaw of laughter. 


"Fuck off, Phil," she sighed, giving the cat a final stroke. The cat protested with a small meow when she 
stopped. 


"Well, he seems to like you. Guess we share good taste in women," smiled Joe. 
Cath blushed even pinker. "Hmm. Plus, | thought his eyes were a lot like yours.” 


"m flattered." He wasn't sure, but he thought he caught Phil muttering "You ought to be" before turning 
away. Shaking his head, he followed Cath and her friend back to the yard, where she was giving Phil a hug 


before he got into his van. 

"See you next week." 

"Yeah." With a glance over at Joe, he added, "You've got my number, yeah?" 
Warie" 

"Remember, if you need me, call." 

"| will" 

“Anything at all" 

"Stop worrying." 

He lifted his head and locked gazes with Joe. "You!" 
"What?" 

"Behave yourself, rock star" 

Joe just rolled his eyes. 


With a final wave and an ear splitting roar, Phil was gone in a cloud of dust and diesel fumes. Joe moved up to 


Cath, who was watching her friend's car disappear down the road. He touched her shoulder, making her jump. 
"Sorry, Cath. 

"Ah. That's OK" She sighed, and gave Joe one of her lopsided smiles. 

"Tea?" 

"Yeah. Thanks" 


"Come on then" Holding her hand out to him. Carefully, he took it, and allowed her to lead him into the 


farmhouse. 


Catherine led Joe into a typical farmhouse kitchen, cluttered and warm, waving him to sit down at the large 
table while she fussed with teapot and kettle. Joe took the opportunity to look around him while she clattered 
about by the sink; although beautiful, it was by no means a designer's dream. Everything was mismatched; the 


cupboards, the dresser, the table and chairs, the old butchers block in the corner..but somehow, it all fitted 
Cath caught Joe's eye as he looked around and laughed gently. 


"We furnished the place from auctions, house clearances and boot sales. After all, we didn't sell that many 


albums first time round." 


"Give it time, love." He smiled in return, watching her turn back to gaze out of the window at her garden. Late 
afternoon sunshine fell gently across her features, highlighting the contours - and he saw what he was looking 


for. 


There on the right side of her face, from hairline to jawbone, forming a tiny knot at the corner of her right 
upper eyelid, was a thread thin scar. He recalled Sharon's words, delivered with tight control, on another sunny 


afternoon a week and a continent away. 


"If you ever get close enough again, look at her right eye. The eyelid doesn't quite shut right, that's ‘cause the 


night we won a rock competition he went for her with a knife." 


Seeing how long the scar was, the initial injury must have been horrific. It took his breath away to think that 
someone - anyone, let alone someone who professed to love her - could take a knife to that face in anger; and 
had then had the arrogance to accept her forgiveness, however grudgingly offered. Unbidden, the image came 
to mind of how much blood there must have been, and how afraid she must have felt when that eye filled 
with gore and she couldn't see..she must have wondered if she'd ever see out of that side again. He closed his 


eyes, and swallowed hard. 
"Joe? Joe? What's up?" 


He opened his eyes again, to see Cath moving towards him, concern on her face. Seeing his expression, she 


stopped short and folded her arms. 

"| see. My scar, right?" 

He nodded slowly. She turned away, busying herself with mugs, milk and sugar bowl. Skilfully, she deposited two 
steaming mugs of tea, an ashtray, wrinkled pack of Silk Cut cigarettes and an elderly brass Zippo lighter on the 
table in front of him. 


"Fag?" she asked, offering him the pack. 


"Hal No thanks, | still smoke," he snorted, swiping one anyway, "Ah!" lighting it, "at least they're not those 
fucking horrible ultra light things. Waste of time, they are." 


"Hmm." She lit her own, slowly letting the smoke trickle from her lips while sizing up the man sitting at her 


table. Finally, she sighed. 


OK, ‘fess up. How much do you know?" 

He dropped his eyes to his mug, fiddling with the handle. "Most of it" 

"Alice?" 

"Sharon" 

"Hmph. Who else did she tell?" 

"Well." 

She held up one hand, using the other to cover her eyes. “Jesus, let me guess. You all know." 
"Yeah." 


She dropped her hands, giving him a hard stare. "So help me, if | see pity in so much one set of eyes, | will 
have those eyes for breakfast. Count on it," she snarled irritably. 


Joe had to smile. "OK" 

"So," she sighed, leaning back in her chair and taking a swig of tea, "what is it you want to know?" 

He looked at her, a bit helplessly. Want to know? Well, none of it. All of it. Why she'd run away from him, when 
he meant her no harm. Why, when so many people were willing to kick the crap out of anyone who so much as 
made her frown, had it all happened in the first place? 

Would she let him in, after everything that had gone before? 

"OK," she said, with a small smile, "I'll make it easy for you. Cover the high points.” She lit herself another 
cigarette and leaned forward again, folding her arms on the table in front of her. "He was a childhood 
sweetheart, and when | finally realised what boys were actually for, he was the only one | wanted and he, so 
he said, felt the same about me. | didn't know how relationships were supposed to go - my dad strolled out 
when my mum had my youngest sister, because four girls were too much when all he wanted was a son" 


Joe looked shocked. Cath shrugged, and continued. 


"Mum had her gin and her romance novels, and | was sick of looking after the other three. Trevor seemed my 


only option" 
"Trevor?" 


She flipped him the finger with a grin. "Anyway, the beatings started after he would have a drink or twelve 


with his mates. He'd cry afterwards, promise he'd never do it again, all that guff. | fell for it” She shrugged. 
"We got married, | joined his band, and it all stopped for a bit. Alice and | had been friends forever, so when 
she wanted to start a band | was right at the front of the queue." She cocked an eye at the ceiling with a 
little, sad smile. "Got the shit kicked out of me that night, alright" 


Joe tentatively reached across the table and laid his hand over hers. She patted it absently, for all the world 


as though she were comforting him, and not the other way around. 


"We did well, had fun Sarah split up with her boyfriend, so we needed a drummer. Enter Sharon, stage right. 
We were a covers band for a while, then the Lepp tribute band - it was fun. But you know all this, right?" 


"Right" 

"This," she tapped the right side of her face, "this was a particularly bad night. It was the girls took me to 
hospital, held my hand while the nurses cleaned me up and the doctor stitched me. Luckily," she smiled wryly, 
"the knife was nice and sharp, so although it was deep, the doctors said it wouldn't scar too badly." She looked 
into her now empty mug. "They were right." 


"He could have blinded you. Why -" 


"Didn't | leave? | was afraid no one would want me. And | was afraid he'd come after me." She looked deep into 


Joe's green eyes. "I'm still afraid of that." 


"Sharon told me about." he cleared his throat, and covered his discomfort by lighting another cigarette, "the 
night he broke your hands." 


"Hmm. And my back, and all the rest. Thankfully, that's all pretty hazy except for waking up in hospital and 
wondering what the fuck was going on; when they told me, even | had to admit that it was shit or get off the 
pot time." 

"Thank God," added Joe quietly. 

Cath nodded in agreement. "Hmm. Anyway, the jolly old constabulary were very reluctant to do anything.” 


"What? Aah, no way." 


"True. Domestic, they said. Anyway, he - Trevor - came bellowing into the hospital looking for me. A security 
guard tried to stop him. The police got real interested then, | can tell you." 


"Why?" 


"My loving husband shot him, stone dead." 


"Jesus!" 


"Yup. He had one bullet for me, and one for himself. Said at his trial that | was too good for this world, so he 


was going to send me to another. Since he couldn't live without me, he'd come along for the ride." 
Joe just stared 

"Shut your mouth, sweetheart, you'll catch flies.” 

"So..what happened then?" 


"Well, he was declared guilty, but criminally insane. Case closed. The girls set about sorting me out, | started 
writing music until | could play again, bought this place.." she shrugged, "and the rest, as they say, is history." 


"l'm impressed you're still sane." 
"Am I?" 

"You look it" 

"Appearances can be deceiving." 


"True. But what has all that," he waved his hand, indicating the past, "got to do with running away from my 
bed? | mean, you could have at least stayed for breakfast." 


She laughed quietly, shaking her head. He leaned in, capturing her hands and staring at her until she finally met 
his eyes. Softening and lowering his voice, as though talking to a shy animal, he added gently, "You could have 


given me a chance" 


At that, her eyes suddenly hardened. Reversing his hold so that his hands were now firmly gripped under hers, 
she leaned so close he could feel her breath on his face, and see the tiny scar twisting her eyelid cruelly so 


that it would never, never be right again. 

"And then what? Say we fell in love. Then one night, a psycho from my past shows up and blows your fucking 
brains out while | watch. You think I'd like that, heh? Or maybe plays with you for a bit. Decides to find out 
which bit of your body | like best, maybe sends them to me one at a time." 

"Cath - " 


"You see my scar, right?" 


Joe nodded wari ly. 


"The man who gave me this tried to stick a butchers knife through his wife's head. A year later, he tried to 
beat her to death in the street. Then he killed a man. He's spent ten years around the worst rapists, sadists, 
murderers and scum this country can provide; and you ask me why l'm afraid?" 

She dropped his hands, shoved back from the table and stormed across the kitchen, stopping by the window to 
stare once more at the peace of her garden, arms wrapped tightly around herself, shaking with the force of 
her emotion. Standing up a little more carefully, he made his way over to her and simply stood behind her 
shoulder, looking at the same view. 


"IF | die, well, it's my time and that's all there is to it." She shivered, voice sounding distant and cold. 


"Oh, Cath." Sighing, he carefully wrapped his arms around her shoulders and rested his chin on top of her head. 
He felt her lean into him, trembling. 


"Love tried to kill me once. | just don't want to risk it again. | couldn't bear to feel it die like last time, or see it 
killed. | can't. | won't." Pressed into the warmth of his body, she could feel his heart beating against her, and 
wanted nothing more than to live in his arms forever. She knew it wasn't possible, so after her trembling had 
finally subsided she took a deep breath and pulled away. 

"OK" Be brave, now. "Would you like the ten cent tour, as our colonial cousins say?" 

He lifted a hand and gently stroked her face. "Whatever makes you happy.’ 

"Ha," she rolled her eyes, "bring me the head of my ex husband. On a plate." 

Joe's eyes widened slightly. She punched him lightly on the shoulder, hissing through her teeth. 

"lim kidding. Come on" 

"Lead on" 

Holding hands again, he followed her deeper into the rambling structure. 


"Ouch" 


"Mind the beam, sweetheart..." 


Despite himself, Joe was becoming beguiled by the intriguing old house. During its renovation, the girls had left 


as many interesting features as possible intact; he'd hit his head on several of them. 


"Sorry mate, but we like beams. An’ Alice is good at ducking.’ 


Exploring the lower floor, he noticed one door bearing a painting of skull and crossbones. 
"What's down there?" 


"Practice room - we're hoping to make it a fully fledged studio eventually. You've got your garage, I've got my 


dungeon" 

"Lets have a look" 

"Maybe later. 

Up the stairs to the office - 

"Fucking hell, | thought mine was a tip." 

"Hey, its my mess and | love it" 

Moving on and viewing the long dining hall from the gallery, leading to the quest bedrooms and bathrooms. Each 
one of the band had their own crash space, and had decorated the room accordingly; Joe thoroughly approved 
of Sarah's Led Zep mural, although he was less sure about the shimmering silver drapery and mirrors in 
Alice's personal space. Sharon's room made him laugh; acoustic drum kit, bed, table, stereo. Nothing else. 
Practically empty. 

"Doesn't she leave much stuff here?" 

"Nah. She nicks everyone else's, usually." 

"Her room seems really..bare. She's so outgoing - " 

"You'd expect it to be messy, yeah?" 

"Well, yeah." 

"Tell you a little secret. She really is so over the fucking top that she actually spends almost no time here." 
"No shit?" 

"Yep. She's either hassling one of us, in the dungeon, in the kitchen, or shagging..." 


Joe roared with laughter. 


"So where's your room?" 


Cath waved a hand vaguely down the corridor. "Over the old stables. | converted what used to be the hayloft; 
it might sound strange, but I'd never had a room all of my own until the girls persuaded me to buy this place." 


"Really?" 

"Yeah, So | picked the biggest space | could comfortably make private. I+ was a lot of fun" 
"Do | get to see if?" 

"Nope. If you want to stay, pick an unclaimed guest room" 


Joe looked out of the nearest window and pursed his lips as he tried to remember the layout of the yard. 
Cath folded her arms and grinned. 


"Forget it, Joe." 


He began to stride purposefully down the corridor. "I'l find it if | have to search the whole bloody place. | want 
to see it!" 


"And what you want, you get, right?" 
"Yeah. So are you gonna show me, or do | have to crash about till | fall over it?" 


Growling a little under her breath, she trotted to catch up with him. "Follow me, then. Since you're going to be 
like that about it" 


"See?" he grinned beatifically, "| knew you'd see it my way in the end" 
‘Joseph Thomas Elliott, you are an utter and complete pain in the arse." 
"So Ive been told" 

"Frequently, I'm sure." 


He laughed again, turning around so that he was walking backwards. Cath found herself so caught by his gaze - 
oh, those eyes, she thought - that she almost forgot to warn him of the beam just outside her room. 


"Mind your - " 
"Christ!" 


"- head. Sorry, Joe. We're here, by the way." 


"Aargh" He curled up into a ball on the floor, cursing and groaning. 

"Oh, come on y'great jessie. Let me look" 

"Oooh. Fuck." 

"Joel" 

Grudgingly, he uncoiled enough for her to carefully part his hair and examine his scalp. 

"You'll live. Might have a bump." 

"Christ, even your house hates me!" 

Laughing, she gathered him into her arms and kissed the top of his head. "There. All better now?" 

Suddenly, she felt his arms snake around her waist and pull her close. In her concern over his war wound, she 
hadn't realised their position; he sitting on the floor, long legs stretched out and body folded over, and she 


kneeling astride his thighs with his head cradled in her arms. He, however, was not blind to the possibilities. 


Gently, so gently that she barely realised that he was moving, he closed the circle of his arms and lifted his 


face to hers. 

"Joe - " 

"Sssh. Don't worry about a thing, lover...” 

Feeling his lips move against hers sent a thrill of excitement through her body, an instant jolt of desire that 
made her heart race and her knees weak. Losing herself in his passionate kiss, she sank down until she was 
sitting fully on his lap. Coming up for air, he leaned his forehead against hers and for awhile they simply clung 
to each other, feeling their bodies’ unconscious yearning toward a joining that had been promised with no more 
than a simple kiss. 

"Cath." 

"Mmm." 

"You mentioned a bedroom." 


"Good idea" 


She stood up carefully, mindful of the fact that she still had one boot on either side of his legs; this, of 


course, had the effect of bringing her crotch level with his face. Unable to resist such a tempting target, he 
slid his hands up the back of her legs and began to gently nibble on the denim-clad area presented so 
conveniently to him. He made a small noise of disappointment when she moaned and took a pace away from 


him, taking his treat away. 
Scrambling to his feet, he followed her over to where she was holding the handle of a door, a shadow of doubt 
still clouding her eyes. Reaching her, he leaned down and touched the softest of kisses to the corner of her 


right eye; the action seemed to calm her, and she smiled at him like a sunrise. 


"Welcome -" she opened the door with a flourish, "- to my world." 


It felt like a dream, she decided faintly. It had to be a dream. Here was this man, idolised by, well, if not millions 


of women, at least several hundreds of thousands. 
In her room. 


Smiling at the pictures on the walls. Pictures of the girls, before the band, in the band, onstage, off. Childhood 
pets. Prints she liked. Things she'd surrounded herself with that made her feel safe; sculptures she'd made, 
been given..the artwork of the album cover. All elements of light and life, to drive out the shadows left by the 
dragon of darkness when he gripped her soul. 


This man. In this place. 

Softly exclaiming over her CD collection, touching with gentle fingers her stereo then moving on to strum a 
few notes on one of her collection of guitars, neatly stored on their stands. She fluttered in his wake, by turns 
embarrassed and warmed by his regard. 

Golden man. Green light eyes. 

Saviour of her teenage years; escaping the responsibilities and cares with a set of headphones and a poster, a 
magazine article if she was lucky. Escape of her married years, when the only sounds in the house were the 
stereo playing softly, and the quiet crunch of broken glass being swept away into neatness. A fantasy of the 
rich life..his life. Comfort in the darkness. 

"My man" 


He turned sharply, meeting her solemn gaze. She hadn't realised she'd spoken aloud, so lost was she in her 


dream. 


"If you want me," he replied softly. She cocked her head at him. 


"You were..my hero." 

He stepped closer, eyes never leaving hers. 
"Now?" 

"Just a man" 


He took her in his arms, staring down into her questioning face. She smiled at him, a little, then laughed quietly 
at his raised eyebrow. 


"Disappointed?" He asked gently. 
"Hell, no." 


"Good" The kiss he lowered to her upturned face began gently enough; exploring the heat of her lips and 
experiencing the softness of her against him. Neither of them, however, could hide the way they felt about 
each other - not now, not after everything she had shared with him - and it swiftly became almost brutal in 


its i intensity. 


Breaking apart briefly, Cath threw the T-shirt she was wearing across the room, followed swiftly by her bra. 
Joe followed suit, adding his shirt to the growing pile of discarded clothing and advancing on his lover as she 
flung herself on to her bed, ridding herself of her jeans. She was about to free herself of her panties when 
his hand reached out and stopped her. 


"Here," he murmured, "let me." 


Slowly, he kissed his way down her body, pausing briefly at each breast to lick and nip each nipple to an aching 
hardness, and then swirling hot wet circles down the length of her body until she was shouting with the sheer 
sensual joy of nerve endings stimulated to breaking point. Lowering his mouth to her musky centre, he was 


forced to grip her hips with both hands to prevent her squirming completely out of his grasp. 


"Ah..Joe..pleasel" she gasped, as he quickly stripped away the final layer of fabric with one hand and began to 
tease her hot core with his tongue. 


She was on fire. There was no other way to describe it. Her whole universe had shrunk to one furious 
sensation rippling through her entire body, centred on the wicked things this wonderful, terrible man was doing 


to her with his tongue and talented lips. 
"JOE!" 


And still no respite. As the sparks from the first overwhelming explosion began to clear, she felt his body 
moulding itself to hers in a unique fashion she had thought she would never be able to feel. Hunting frantically 


for his face, she locked her lover into a fiery kiss that threatened to consume them both - only breaking 
away with a feral cry as she felt him enter her. 


This fire was different. This burned more smokily, promising red heat for the rest of the night to come; 


wrapping herself around him, she opened herself completely to the light and heat of his passion, and let it burn 
away the darkness. 


Hmph. What time is it? I'm cold. 

Joe turned over and stretched out a hand to the other side of the bed, only to find it empty and cold. 

Ah, shit. Not again. 

Trying to shake the sleep from his eyes, he sat up and tried to look around the room. 

| mean, it's not like she's got anywhere to run. This is her house. 

"Cath?" Christ, it's dark. No streetlights, | guess. 

"Over here." 

Straining his eyes in the darkness, Joe spotted her sitting on the window ledge, outlined by the faint moonlight 
filtering through the clouds, staring out across the wide vista of springtime fields and woods. Relaxing back on 
the bed, he watched her through half closed eyes. 


"Thought you'd done another runner.” 


She smiled, a faint ray of moonlight reflecting off the lift of her cheek. "I considered it. There's places even 
you wouldn't find me." 


"| would," he replied quietly, "One day you'd have looked over your shoulder, and there I'd be. Count on it, love." 
He saw her tilt her head toward him, but the darkness and the fall of her hair hid her exact expression from 
him. Waiting for her reply, he hoped like hell he hadn't overstepped some metaphorical mark in the sand and 
pushed her away from him. 


"| know," her deep chuckle drifted across the room to him, causing him to release a breath he hadn't realised 


he'd been holding, "that's why l'm still here. Besides," she rose from her perch, “this is my bloody house.” 


He lifted the covers for her to slide back into bed next to him, hissing as she put her cold feet on the back of 


his warm legs. 


"Christ!" 
She giggled wickedly, pulling the duvet closely over them both and snuggling under his arm. 
‘I'd apologise, but l'm not sorry." 


They held each other in silence for a while, enjoying the feel of bodies entwined, listening to each other 
breathing. 


"Stay with me," Joe murmured into her hair. Cath stilled in his arms, not even breathing. He kissed her hair, 


and tightened his arms around her in a gentle hug. 
"We'll see. Now go to sleep." 


Well, he thought sleepily, at least she didn't say no. Sighing happily, he gave in to the warmth pulling at his 
eyelids, and slipped into an easy, comfortable sleep. 


Catherine stared at the ceiling, listening to Joe breathing deeply beside her. She couldn't stay with him, why 
wouldn't he understand that? She'd explained it to him. Hadn't he been through enough pain? He couldn't seem 
to understand why she was so afraid of what trouble she could bring to his door. 


Mulling it over in her mind, she realised that there was no way she could make him understand; he was 
convinced that everything was OK and would remain so. Only one thing to do, then; appear to give in, and wait 
for his infatuation with her to fade. She was sure it would; she knew his history, she knew his past 
relationship record was less than great. He couldn't be in love with her - not her - so all she had to do was 
wait until some other distraction Took his attention. 

Yes, she thought. That'll do. He'll get me out of his system, and I'll never see him again. Best all round, really. 
She turned her face into his shoulder, listening to the slow thunder of his heart and the steady tidal rhythm 


of his breathing, feeling the warmth of his skin and filling her senses with the essential maleness of him. 


So if it's all decided, muttered the treacherous voice in the back of her mind, why do you feel like your heart 


is breaking? 

And she realised that she had no answer to that, except one. 

| love him, she thought as she slipped into the darkness of sleep. 
| love him. 


Damn. 


White Lightning 

"Joe." 

"Mmph?" 

"Time to get up." 

"Nnss..whafffuh.." 

Cath sat back on her heels on the bed and scowled down at her sleeping lover. Sarah had called, warning her 
that she and Sav were on their way over from the airport and would be there within the hour; ideally, Cath 
wanted Joe up and dressed and moderately coherent by the time their friends arrived. 

Not that it was a particular problem having him rolling around the place half awake and semi dressed; it wasn't 
anything that they hadn't seen before. Being on tour together for nearly a year had wiped out any inhibitions 
the two groups had originally had around each other. 

Nevertheless, it would have been nice to have Joe's help in fielding the inevitable questions about their 
relationship. Which he certainly couldn't do unless he woke up and got out of bed. Cath tried again, shaking her 
lover as he turned his face into the pillow to evade her. 

"Joel Sav and Sarah are on their way. Get UPI" 


"Mmph. Na" 


Growling "I don't have time for this shit," crossly under her breath she headed downstairs, leaving Joe curled 


up under the covers. 

Reaching the kitchen, she banged about irritably for a while tidying away the mugs and ashtrays from the 
previous evening's discussion Opening the door to let in some of the fresh spring air, she was greeted by the 
sight of her huge ginger tom sitting bolt upright on the back step, eyes half closed against the morning 
sunshine and six dead rats lined up neatly in front of him. 

"Morning Zeft" 

"Mrrrow." 


"Busy night, | see?" 


He lifted a front paw and began to groom it, for all the world as though to say ‘hey, taint nuthin’, babe’ Cath 
laughed, and pulled a saucer from a cupboard, filling it with milk and putting it down next to the step. Zeff 


spent a couple of minutes rubbing around her ankles, purring like a motorboat before settling down to his 


breakfast. 

"Let me tidy these up and I'll open a tin of tuna 

Pulling on a pair of rubber gloves, she picked the dead rats up by their scaly tails and carried them around to 
where the bins were. Before she had chance to dispose of them, a sleek black Aston Martin roared into the 
courtyard, apparently piloted by a failed rally driver. Stopping in a cloud of dust, raised voices could be heard 
from the plush leather interior. 

"What the fuck was that?" 

"Did we hit anything?" 

"No. 

"There you are, then" 

"Next time, | drive." 

‘Over my dead body." 

"The way you fuckin’ drive that'll be real soon" 

"Live fast, die young. Leave a good lookin’ corpse.” 

"Christ. Just try and die alone, huh?" 

A tall, curly haired bloke climbed out of the passenger side and eyed Cath, standing with yellow marigolds on, 
six dead rats in one hand and a bin lid in the other. The vision appeared to momentarily rob him of speech, 
Cath suspected it was the mud encrusted boots teamed with skintight jeans and skimpy halter that did it. 
"You let Sarah drive? You're a braver man than | thought" 

Sav just shook his head and sighed loudly. "No shit 

Sarah's head appeared over the top of the car. "| heard that, thank you. See Zeff caught us breakfast" 

Sav looked from Sarah's grin, to Cath, to the rats, and went green. 

Deciding to take pity on him - after all, Sarah's driving could unsettle the strongest constitution - Cath 


dumped the rats in the bin, threw the gloves in after them, clanged the bin lid down and took Sav's elbow 
gently, steering him towards the kitchen door. 


"Zeff's my cat." 

"He's not yours, he's his." 

"Sarah." 

Sav pulled up on seeing the enormous animal. 

"My god. That's not a cat. That's a fucking ginger puma" 

Laughing, Sarah walked past him and went down on one knee to greet the animal. 

"Hey, Zeff. You gonna say hi to Auntie Sarah?" 

Leaving his bowl, he promptly went to say hello, while the two of them were renewing their friendship with 
much baby talk and purring Cath led Sav into the kitchen. Washing her hands, she put the kettle on and set 
about getting some coffee going. 

"Nice place.” 

‘| like it. Sarah told you much about it?" 

"A bit. She did say that if ever | needed any plastering doing it was worth asking you!" 

"Well, yeah. Money was tight, and it's amazing what you can do if you put your mind to it" 


"Hmm." 


"So." Cath took the teapot over to the table and sat down, lighting a cigarette before pouring herself a cup. 
"What's with you and Sarah?" 


"What's with you and Joe?" 
"| asked first.” She wagged a finger at him before taking a swig of her tea 
"Well, we're just seein’ how it goes. We've got a break before we start the next album, so.." 


"We're just going to see where it takes us." Added Sarah firmly, coming through the door and giving Sav a light 
peck on the cheek. 


"Sarah, you know we've got a couple of dates to do over the summer. We really won't have the time - 


"| know." 

"- to be spending a lot of time and effort - " 

"| know." 

"— dashing around between -" 

"Will you just take a chill pill? | know." 

Silence fell while Sarah got herself and Sav some coffee. 

"Where's Joe?" She asked quietly. 

"Still in bed." 

Sav opened his mouth to make some smart remark, but shut it with a snap after a quick glare from Sarah. 
"He'd better not be in my room." 

"He isn't, don't worry." 

"So..2" Sarah waved her mug carefully in her friends‘ direction 

Cath sighed. "He followed me here. We talked We made love. What else do you want to know?" 

"Is it love?" 

"Do me a bloody favour," snapped Cath, a little too quickly. Sav and Sarah grinned at her. 

Joe chose this moment to appear at the doorway of the kitchen, wearing nothing but a small towel tucked 
around his hips. Fresh from the shower, his skin gleamed golden in the morning light as he strolled across the 
kitchen and winked at Cath where she sat at the round oak table; she shook her head and sighed. 

"You could have got dressed" 


Sarah leaned against the side, taking a sip from her coffee and rolling her eyes. "Jesus, Joe. Have you no 


shame?" 
Sav snorted. 


Joe leaned across and kissed Cath lightly. "Mornin luv." 


"Aagh!" she yelled, flapping her hands at him as his hair brushed wetly against her skin. "You dripped on me, 
you bloody ape!" 


Without so much as a pause, he whipped the small towel from around his waist and began to briskly towel his 
hair. Sarah's eyes went wide, and she promptly spat out a mouthful of hot coffee - narrowly missing her own 
lover. 

"Christ!" He roared, dancing to one side. 


Cath put her head in her hands and giggled. 


As though nothing had occurred, Joe walked over to where Sarah was leaning and gently elbowed her out of 


the way to get to the coffee percolator. 
"Scuse me, luv." 


"Joel" Cath was nearly helpless with laughter. He raised an eyebrow at her. "For goodness’ sake, go and put 


some clothes on" 


Putting the coffee down, he flung the towel over his shoulder and went to go back upstairs. Before he left, he 
caught Sarah's eye and winked. 


"Still sure you're with the right Leppard, sweetheart?" 
"JOE!" Bellowed three voices. Sniggering, he went to get dressed. 


"| would ask if he's always like this," sighed Cath, cocking an eyebrow at Sav, "but since | already know the 
answer, it would be a bloody stupid question. Right?" 


"Right." Crossing the kitchen, he sat down next to her and drew her into an affectionate hug. "Welcome to the 
family, sweetheart." 


Sav finally persuaded the girls to show him the dungeon 

‘Christ! 

"Mind your head," they both trilled cheerfully. 

What he saw when they got down there was a low, whitewashed cellar, well lit and supplied with electric 


sockets and basic practice gear, not to mention a varied collection of guitars, basses, and an impressive 


drumkit. 


“All mod cons," he murmured in approval, peering into the corners, "if not quite Joe's garage." 

"Well, no," agreed Sarah, raising an eyebrow at Cath. 

| mean, we've just got one album. You've sold squillions.." 

"Don't exaggerate,” chuckled Joe, joining them downstairs, "and anyway, you'll get there." 

Hmm" 

Joe slipped an arm around Cath's shoulders and gave her a hug. "Cheer up. It's the smartest practice room 
I've seen in a long time. Wouldn't take too much work to make it a top flight studio, either." He looked around 
himself appreciatively. 

"One day!" Chorused the girls cheerfully. 

Joe met Sav's eye. 

"You two be OK down here for a bit, aye?" asked Sav, kissing Sarah on the cheek. She looked at him curiously. 
"Well, yeah. Got some stuff to work on, to be honest.” 

"Right. C'mon Joe. Let's do some exploring." 

"What are you two up to?" Asked Cath suspiciously. 

"Nothing." Both men answered, 

"Crap. Look, just don't break anything, OK?" 

Sarah threw a roll of duct tape at her friend. "They won't." 

"And put the kettle on, alright?" 

Without another word, the two men dashed off up the stairs. Sarah and Cath exchanged glances. 


| wonder what they're really up to?" 


Sav was asking Joe the same thing as they roamed through the farmhouse. 


“Alright mate, just what is going on?" 
"Ive got an idea" 

"Oh, god." 

"No, listen 


Sav flung himself into an armchair in front of the massive inglenook fireplace and scowled at his friend. "I'd ask 


if this is to get into Cath's knickers, but | know you're already in tem." 

Joe grinned wickedly. "Oh yeah." 

"Well go on then, what?" 

| want to turn the dungeon into a studio." 

Sav looked at him. "She won't accept that." 

"Why not?" 

"You know ‘ow independent she is..." 

"If someone had offered us our own studio after High ‘N! Dry, what would we have done?" 
"Taken their arm off at the shoulder." Sighed Sav. 

"Exactly." 


"They're not us, Joe," he replied quietly, "they've been through a lot more shit a lot earlier than we did. It's 


made ‘em..different.” 


Joe just looked at him. 


"Damn!" 
| knew you'd break it" 
"Yes, well, thank you. Pass me that box, will you?" 


Sarah rested her head on her hands and watched her friend start to change the string on her bass. Idly, she 


began to swivel the chair she was sitting on cowboy style back and forth, back and forth. 
"Will you quit that?" 

"My, but you're a little bundle of sunshine today’ 

Cath looked up from her work and flipped the black haired guitarist the finger 

"Come on Give. What's up with you and Joe - really?" 

"Nothing" 

"Right 


Cath wearily laid down her tools, bass and spare strings, and stared off into space. "Why don't you tell me 
what you think is happening?" She asked, carefully keeping her tone as flat as possible. 


"I think. think it's time you moved on" 

Cath turned to look at her friend, her face a mass of flickering emotion "And?" 

‘It's pretty clear he feels something for you. After all, he chased you halfway around the world" 
"Well, he can afford to." 

"Cath! That's not the point and you know it" 


"Yeah, | know..it's just that." she trailed off into silence, then stared down at her lap while she fiddled with the 


loose string. 

"Just that?" 

‘Last night, | was lying there next to him - " 

"Does he snore?" 

"No 

"Marry him." 

Cath rolled her eyes, giving her friend a lopsided smile before continuing. "And | realised | was falling in love." 


"Was?" 


"Am" 
"Which is to say... 


"Yes, OK, | admit it. I'm in love with Joe Elliott. Happy now?" 


"Why shouldn't | offer to outfit the studio?" 


Sav rubbed a hand across his eyes. Gods, but arguing with Joe was tiring. "Because she'll think you're showing 


off and going all rock-god on her.” 

"Well, dont the others get a say?" 

Sav had to laugh out loud at that. 

"So when you make your mind up about something, the rest of us stand a cat in ‘ells chance of changing if?" 
"No." He thought about what Sav was saying for a moment. "Oh" 


"But what | don't get." Sav sat forward, blue eyes glittering under the fall of curly fringe, "is why you would 
want to do it?" 


Joe got up from the chair he'd been sprawled in and began to pace the room, boot heels tapping a nervous 


rhythm against the flagstones. 

"She's pretty amazing, you must admit." 

Sav sat back, steepled his fingers and prepared to enjoy himself. "Oh yeah. They all are" 

"Great talent.” 

Oh, absolutely. Great body." 

"Yeah." 

Sav watched Joe mooch around the room, running fingers along edges, touching surfaces, picking objects up and 
replacing them; and all the while with a far off look in his eyes. He decided to take a chance. "Mind you, I've 


seen better." 


His friend froze, then turned slowly to face him. "What?" 


"| said —" 
"| heard. Have you been drinking, Savage?" 

"Come on, Joe" 

"No, what do you mean? She's incredible. | would -" He paused 

"You would. what?" 

He returned to the seat he'd vacated a moment earlier, and heaved a great sigh. “I'd do anything for her.” 
"Sounds like love to me" 

Joe met Sav's eyes, and they looked at each other for a long, long moment before he turned away. 
"Yeah" 

"Yeah what?" 

"Yes, l'm in love." 

"C'mon Elliott, you can do better than that" 


"Alright! | love her. I've fallen in love with Catherine Sams. Happy now?" 


"Cath, I'm not the one you need to tell." 


"Good, Joe. Now go tell her that." 


"Right. Like he wants forever with me." 


"Get real. They've got their whole careers ahead of them. What would she want me for?" 


Sav and Sarah looked at their friends, not realising that they were both looking at almost identical stubborn 
expressions. What, they wondered, was it going to take for these two to realise just exactly what they meant 
to each other? 


"Besides which," sighed Cath, "what about my past catching up with me?" 
Sarah frowned. "tm not sure what you mean" 

"What if Trevor gets out, and comes looking for me?" 

"Come on, that's not very likely" 

'Not very, no. But possible" 

"Haven't you had therapy over this?" 

Cath threw a balled up piece of tape at her friend, smiling wryly. "Well, yeah" 
"And what did the nice lady psychologist say?" 

"Sarah." 

"Well?" 


Cath replied in the sing song voice of one who has learnt a lesson through much repetition. "That just because 


| think it doesn't make it so." 

"And?" 

"Fucking hell, you've got a good memory." 

"Thank you. And?" 

‘Its no more likely to become a self fulfilling prophecy than any other pointless self doubt 
"Right. All of which means?" 


"lm crazy?" 


"Apart from that" 
"That | should get on with my life." 


Sarah smiled, leaning back and swivelling the chair right round before jumping off it and slinging her guitar over 


her shoulder. 


“That's right, mate." She struck a power chord and glared out from under her fringe at Cath. "You gonna 
cuddle that thing, or play it?" 


"Give us a minute." She finished changing the string, quickly tuned it up and scrambled to her feet. Before 
playing a note, however, she hugged her friend and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. 


"You're a hopeless romantic, my friend. But | luv ya anyhow. Even if you are a guitarist..." 

"Play!" 

Laughing, Cath began to chant "ha wun-too three-ah-fore-ah-" 

Grinning, Sarah joined in with the first few bars of Status Quo's ‘Hold You Back’; it had been the first piece 
they'd ever played together, at Sarah's audition for the band all those years ago, and it touched her that Cath 


remembered. 


And she calls me a hopeless romantic, she thought cheerfully. | don't know. Bassists. 


"Joe, you've got to tell her.” 

"Yeah, | know," he jumped out of the chair again and began to pace, "but the time never seems to be right." 
"Bollocks." 

That pulled him up. He spun to face Sav, raising an eyebrow in surprise. "Eh?" 

"You know as well as | do that that's just crap. Wait for the right moment and you'll never say it" 

"Well. Maybe." 


Sav rolled his eyes and sighed. He and Sarah had discussed this before leaving this morning; lying in bed, she'd 
told him that she suspected Cath was in love. 


"Why's that?" He'd asked, sleepily running his hand along her spine. 


"Because," she'd murmured in his ear, before nibbling gently on it, "Joe hasn't rung you complaining about being 


thrown out bodily, has he?" 
"Not that | know of," he'd replied, trying very, very hard to concentrate on what she was saying, not doing. 


"She never," kissing her way down his neck, "never," lifting her hands to caress his chest, "gives any man a 


second chance," teasing his nipples with her nails, "until now." 
He'd sort of lost track of the conversation after that. 


Resuming the talk over breakfast, they had both been worried about just this circumstance; that their 
friends, whilst being perfect for each other, were just too stubborn to admit it. 


"I wish Alice and Sharon were here," Sarah had sighed, rather gloomily, "they'd be able to talk some sense into 


her. 
"Why not you? You've known her as long, haven't you?" 


"Not as long as Alice, longer than Sharon. But Alice would just argue her into a corner, or shout if that failed. 
Sharon would make her laugh until she saw the point. Me? Well," she broke off to stir her coffee, "l'm just a 
romantic. | always want the happy ever after, and Cath knows it" 


"Never mind, luv," Sav had replied, patting her hand gently, "just you leave Joe to me, I'll sort him out" 


She'd given him a weak smile then, and Sav had just about drowned in the sloe-dark eyes gazing on him with 
such gratitude. 


Watching Joe stare miserably out of a window, Sav resolved that if all else failed, he would simply lock the pair 
of them in a room together with no food or water until they either (a) admitted how they felt about each 
other, (b) beat each other to a bloody pulp, or (c) died. He wasn't going to let Sarah down; he'd made her a 


promise, after all. 


Moving to join his oldest friend at the window, he patted him on the shoulder. Joe looked across at him, a hint 


of suspicion in his green eyes. 

"What about tonight, after Sarah an’ | are in bed?" 

"Yeah..yeah, that's got possibilities..." he turned away again, regarding the Oxfordshire countryside as if it were 
personally responsible. Sav gritted his teeth and resisted the impulse to punch him hard on the side of the 


head. 


"For fucks sake, mate, will you quit feeling sorry for yourself?" 


Joe didn't move, but his face did fold into a scowl. 


"If you don't tell her by the time we get up tomorrow Ill." he had to think for a moment to get a threat 


unpleasant enough to hit home. Got one. ‘Ill start a rumour among the fans that you're gay" 

That got Joe's attention 

"You'd WHAT?" He shouted. Sav just looked smug. 

"HIL tell ‘em that's what ‘Make Love Like A Man was really all about! 

"You wouldn't" Joe looked horrified. Good, Sav thought 

He folded his arms and grinned. "Try me." 

"Fuck" 

Yup" 

"Alright! Alright II tell her” 

"Tonight?" 

"Tonight. | hate you" 

"You'll thank me in the morning” 

"Bollocks. Let's go and see what they're up to’ 

Grinning cheerfully, Sav followed in Joe's wake as he stomped angrily across the lounge and towards the door 
leading to the cellar. He couldnt wait to see Sarah's reaction when he told her what he'd said to Joe; he could 


just see the gratitude in those eyes now... 


Bugger Joe, he was going to be on a promise tonight, all right! 


Cath and Sarah were deep into trying out some new melodies when the boys rejoined them in the dungeon. 
"That sounds good," smiled Sav, moving over to Sarah and kissing her lightly. 


"Hmm," muttered Cath, adjusting the tension on the string she'd replaced earlier, "could do with Sharon here, 


though." 
Joe made a sympathetic noise. "Yeah, a drum machine just doesn't cut it, | know." 
"Especially for the bassist," agreed Sav, with a wink at Cath. 


‘Oh aye," she said solemnly, "but at least we can just stick the vocals in on top. The vocalist isn't nearly as 


vital..." 

Joe looked hurt as Sav barked with laughter. "You walked right into that one, mate!" 
"So," chuckled Cath, "what was it you two were talking about for so long?" 

"This and that," said Sav, casting a sidelong glance at Joe. 

Joe shook his head. "Actually, I've got an idea" 

"Break out the champagne!" Giggled Sarah. 

Cath snorted. "Be nice. What is it?" 

"| want To outfit the dungeon." 

"What, in frills?" 

"As a studio. You can record here -" 

"I know what a studio is," Cath snapped, a little acerbically, "and you know we can't afford it" 
‘My treat." 

There was a heavy pause. Sav held his breath. Joe bit his lip. 

"No." 


"Excuse me?" Sarah charged in, grabbed Cath's arm and began to drag her to the other end of the room. 


"Excuse me, excuse us...” 


The two men looked at each other. "Told you," hissed Sav. Joe just looked at his feet, then glanced up from 
under his fringe. 


"Your lass is on the case," he murmured, indicating with his glance where Sarah was having a very intense, if 


quiet, conversation with her friend. Much arm waving could be seen, and the occasional "Will you just listen?" 


and "For fuck's sake!" drifted across to the listeners. Eventually, an agreement appeared to be reached and the 
two women walked back towards their lovers, Cath moving stiffly. 


Pulling up in front of Joe, Cath folded her arms. He assumed his best innocent expression. 
Silence. 

Sarah nudged her friend. 

"We..we accept." 

Another nudge. 

"And..." 

"Go on" Growled Sarah, almost inaudibly. 


"Thank you," Cath ground out between clenched teeth, with a swift glare at Sarah, who was beaming all over 


her face. 


"She really means it, she's just being difficult," added Sarah cheerfully, running forward to give Joe a hug and a 


kiss before bestowing the same upon Sav. 

"Just one thing," asked Cath, a little more softly. 
"Name it," smiled Joe. 

"Why?" 

He answered without thinking. "Because | love you." 


A long, long silence. 


"Pardon?" Asked Cath politely, looking like she couldn't decide whether to faint or throw up. Joe gritted his 
teeth and cursed himself for blurting it out like that, Sav and Sarah held each other tightly. The room 
hummed with tension. 

"Because..well..l'm in love with you. | love you." 


Cath nodded, turned, and left the room, running up the stairs and slamming the door. 


The three people left behind all flinched at the slam. 


"Ill go," sighed Sarah. Before she could follow, she stopped in front of Joe. "If this, | mean, if she..well, do we 
still..2" 


"You still get the studio.” 

"Cool," she jumped up to kiss him quickly on the lips, "and don't worry," she added quickly, "she loves you tool" 
The door slammed again, leaving an eerie silence in its wake. 

"That could ‘ave gone better." 


“Shut up, Sav." 


Barely an hour later, as Joe and Sav sat in the kitchen talking idly of this and that, Sarah burst in through the 


back door with a grin. 

"See you worked out the coffee percolator" 

Joe mutely pointed at Sav. 

Figures. Anyway, | found her - she was halfway to Phil's. Good job she never got there, eh Joe?" 
Sav raised an eyebrow; his friend had gone rather pale. "Why?" He asked, curious. 


"Cause he's a great big bastard who hates me," muttered Joe, "an' he's lookin’ for an excuse to beat the crap 


out of me." 
"Hoist your balls on a stick, more like," chuckled Sarah. 
"Thank you. | really needed to know that" 


"Anyway, | brought her back, and | got her to agree to talk to you." She smiled, seeing those green eyes light 
up with hope. "She's out by the paddock. You know? Behind the house?" 


Joe nodded, then turned to Sav with a stricken expression on his face. 
"What if she won't -" 
"Go," replied Sav gently, giving him a push on the shoulder, "you'll never find out if you don't.” 


Joe nodded, rose and moved to the door. Before going out, he looked back over his shoulder at Sarah, 


uncertainty once more in his eyes. 
"You'll be fine," she said softly. 
Nodding, he left. 


Breathing a sigh of relief, Sarah pinched what was left of Joe's coffee and slid into the seat next to Sav. "l'm 


sure they'll be fine..so what say | show you my room?" 

"Sounds good to me." 

"Maybe we can send out for food a bit later?" 

"Or | can just nibble on you..." 

Sarah's soft laughter was interrupted by the harsh ringing of a phone. 
"Fuck," she snapped, "let the bugger ring. The machine will get it" 

The recorded voices of all four girls cut in after the fourth ring. "This is the madhouse farmhouse -" 
"Nice message." 

"Thanks." 

"- leave a message and we'll get back to you eventually.’ 

"Who thought that up?" 

"Sharon" 

"Should'a known" 


Their attempt to resume kissing where they'd left off was interrupted by Sharon's voice, sounding upset, in 
fact, she sounded frantic. 


"Is someone there? Tell me someone's there. Pick the fuck up! Please. Pick up the phone, this is really 


important. Come on, someone's -" 
"Sharon!" 


"Sarah. Thank fuck" 


"What the hell is wrong?" 

"Have you seen the news?" 

mii 

"Fucking hell" 

"Whats this all about? Where are you?" 

"Were at Heathrow - me an’ Alice an’ Chris - and we picked up a paper ~" 

Sav saw Sarah's face drain of colour until she was dead white. If he hadnt immediately jumped up and thrown 


his arms around her, he'd have sworn she would have fallen. Her responses were whispered quietly, her voice 


sounding as shaky and weak as she looked; he'd never seen anything like it. 

Well, once, to tell the truth. He'd been with Phil when the news of Steve's death had come through. 

Phil had looked something like Sarah did now. 

She hung up the phone and clung to Sav, trembling. 

"Sarah? Love? What is it?" 

It took her a few minutes to calm down enough to speak, and when she lifted her head to look at him he 
hissed a breath in between his teeth in shock. He'd never seen anyone look quite so frightened in all his life. She 
took a deep breath, then let it out slowly. 

"Its Trevor." 

"Cath's ex?" 

"Yeah. You know he was in a secure hospital?" 

"Yeah." 

"He..he escaped. Yesterday. It's been all over the news, apparently." 

Sav frowned. "That's bad. But why are you so, well.” 


"Scared?" She asked shakily. Sav nodded. 


She shook her head, and had to continue between clenched teeth. "The last thing he said as he was being taken 


down was that he would be back for Cath 

"Fuck" 

"Exactly," she nodded, "so he'll be on his way here" 
"Police?" 

‘Sharon's called ‘em" 


A thought occurred to them both at the same moment; Sav's jaw dropped in horror and Sarah scrambled off 


his lap and headed for the door as they both shouted - 


"JOE!" 


Blood Runs Cold 


Sure enough, as Joe walked the remembered path towards the paddock, he knew he was on the right track 
when he could hear Cath talking. Wondering whom she could be talking to out here - and slightly worried it 
might be the over protective Phil - he stepped off the gravel path and approached silently on the grass. To 
his relief, she was leaning on the gate and talking to the cat; it had its head on one side and looked for all the 


world as though it was listening intently. He smiled as he moved closer, listening to the quiet conversation. 


| must be crazy, Zeff," she sighed, shifting her weight from one hip to the other, causing her ass to move 
seductively under the skin-tight jeans, "l really don't need this shit right now." 


"Mrrrrow." 

"Yeah, | know. With the album going so well," she sighed, "I should really be concentrating on the music." 
"Perret 

"Hmmm. Could be you're right. Loneliness sucks, yeah?" 

"Mrrrrr" 

"Beats me how you know what he's saying," smiled Joe, "just sounds like a lot of noise to me." He leaned on the 
gate next to her, looking off into the distance and not meeting her eyes. The cat stretched up and looked at 


him suspiciously over Cath's head, 


"Well," she smiled reluctantly, "a lot of people say that about your - our - music. My mum always used to." 
She frowned again, scratching Zeff behind his ears. 


"True" 
Silence. 

"Joe —" 

"Cath -" 

They began to speak at the same time, then laughed as they interrupted each other. Cath turned to her cat. 
"Go on Zeff. Human stuff to attend to, alright?" 


The animal made another small noise, rubbed his head against hers and hopped off the fencepost. Before he 
left, he rubbed briefly against Joe's leg, looked up at him inscrutably, and made a small noise at Cath before 


walking off. 
"Am | mistaken," asked Joe slowly, "or did your cat just suggest we sort ourselves out?" 
"See? Not such random noises." 


"Bloody hell, woman," he chuckled, "half your friends want to beat the crap out of me, and the other half want 
us together. Weird." 


"| never promised normal." 
"Actually," he replied gently, "you never promised anything.” 
"True" 


They fell silent again, watching the play of the sunset against the vista of fields and woods that unfolded 
behind the property. 


"What would you have me promise, then?" She asked softly, studiously not meeting his gaze. 

"Depends" 

"On what?" 

"What you want! 

"And if | don't know what | want?" 

"We could be out here all night" 

She smiled a little at that, and finally turned to face him. Leaning casually on one elbow against the gate, one 
booted foot neatly crossed over the other, there was seemingly no trace in her relaxed, graceful stance of 
the earlier tension that had caused her to run from the room 

"Did you mean what you said?" She asked, quietly. 

Mirroring her actions, Joe too turned to face her and leaned against the gate. "Yeah, as a matter of fact | did” 
"That complicates things." 


His brow furrowed. "How so?" 


She sighed, and gave him a rather lopsided smile. "If it was just me, then all | would have to do is wait for the 


feeling to fade. But if you love me too, well.. 
"Wait a minute. Back up. Love you too?" 

Oh. Did | forget to tell you?" 

"Tell me?" 

"There's an echo around here." 

Funny" 


She sighed again, shaking her head before reluctantly meeting his eyes. "Nah, that's normally Sharon's job. But 


yes, Joe, after all that time touring, and running away and being evasive..yes, | have fallen in love with you." 
"You don't sound too happy about it” 

Her eyes darkened slightly. "Love hasn't exactly been a joyful experience for me. My father left. My mother 
never bothered to try and be my friend. My husband." She rolled her eyes, "well, the least said about that, 
the better." 


"lm sorry.” 


Its not your fault." She stepped into him, allowing him to slide his free arm around her shoulder, and tilting 
her face up to his. 


"IFI be different this time." He told her earnestly. 
"Promise?" 


He realised her eyes were beginning to fill with a shimmering brightness that could only be unshed tears. "I 


promise." 

Lowering his face to hers, he gently kissed her before pulling her fully into the circle of his arms and holding 
her tight while she fought for control. Finally taking a deep breath, she leaned back slightly and gave him a 
rather watery smile. 

"| can't promise you anything.” 


"That's OK" 


"Except..that | love you. And I'm willing to give us a try.’ 


“That's plenty.” 

"But don't be surprised if | act a little..crazy from time to time." 

"| wouldn't love you if you didn't" 

She laughed, and pulled him in for a far more serious kiss that had them both seeing stars. The warmth of 
their bodies began to build, and when Cath looked once more into Joe's eyes they had shaded to a darker green 
of desire. 

"| think we should take this inside." 

"Good thinking." 

Before they could turn to make their way up the path, Sarah and Sav came sliding around the corner at full 
pelt, practically screaming their names. Even from a distance and in poor light, Cath could make out that her 


fellow band member's face had gone completely white. 


A small tremor of fear that she had thought long forgotten began to squirm deep in her belly, and Joe felt 
her clutch his hand with a suddenness and power that made him gasp. Sarah slid to a halt in front of them. 


"Cath. Joe. Thank god" 

"What the hell?" He asked. Cath simply sidled closer into him. 

"Get inside. We've got to get inside, now." 

"What is it?" 

"Inside. We'll tell you inside." 

Its Trevor, isn't it?" Cath asked quietly. Sarah simply looked at her dumbly, and then her eyes began to fill 
with tears. Cath nodded. "Then you're right," she said with a calmness she certainly wasn't feeling, "we need to 
get inside." 

"Cath?" Joe asked gently, trying to catch her eye. She shook her head at him. 

"Inside." 

Dreading what was about to come next, he simply followed her as she headed back to the house. Damn. Just 


as | think things are beginning to straighten out, something else comes along, he thought gloomily, and 
whatever this was, it didn't sound good. 


Not good at all. 


Back in the kitchen, Cath put the kettle on and joined the others sitting at the table. 


"I think better with a mug of tea in my hand," she said vaguely to Joe, when he raised an eyebrow at her 


action. 
"How English," he replied with a smile. She cuffed him gently on the shoulder. 
"Alright," she said to Sarah when she was settled, "what's going on?" 


"Sharon rang from Heathrow - they're back, by the way, her and Alice and Chris - and told me that Trevor 
had escaped." 


"Escaped 

"Yeah" 

"Details?" 

Sarah frowned. "She was a bit excited’ 
"| can imagine," Cath replied dryly. 


"But | think she said he'd been allowed on a home visit and didn't report back when he should have done. That 


was yesterday." 

Cath got up and made a pot of tea, watched closely by the others. 

"What?" 

"You seem to be taking this very calmly," Sav told her, casting a sideways look at Sarah who was still red eyed 
from crying. Cath ignored the comment until the teapot, milk jug, sugar bowl, mugs and spoons were on the 
table; flopping back into her chair with a sigh, she shrugged a shoulder and lit a cigarette. 

"And panicking will get me..how far, exactly?" 


Joe reached out and stole one of her cigarettes, raising an eyebrow at her. "Well, yeah. Even so -" 


"Plus, I've been expecting this. It's.." she smiled weakly at the ceiling, "almost a relief that it's finally happened” 


"That's crazy." 
"Course it is. But at least | get to deal with it, and stop worrying about it" 

Joe chuckled at Sav, who was now looking a bit baffled. "You've gotta admit, that's not so crazy.” 
"What are we going to do?" Asked Sarah in a small voice. 


"First thing you're gonna do, mate, is reach into that cupboard behind you, pull out the box of tissues and blow 


your nose. You lock awful” 

"Gee, thanks. Then what?" 

"| would like all three of you to go far, far away from me and stay there until he's caught" 

Uproar. Sarah burst into tears again, while trying to choke out that she would never, could never abandon her 
friend, with Sav and Joe echoing the sentiment loudly; Cath calmly flicked the ash from the end of her 


cigarette, poured some more tea into her mug, and waited for the shouting to die down. 


"But," she added, once they had all run out of breath and were just staring at her angrily, "since | know you 
won't do that, | won't ask you to." 


"Smug cow," growled Sarah, also reaching for the fag packet. 

"Excuse me, am | the only one around here who ever buys any?" 
"Nuts," said Sav, grabbing the packet from his lover and lighting one up. 
"So what are Alice and the others doing now?" 

“Coming here." 


‘Oh, lovely. So | get all three of you, plus these two enthusiasts, flapping around the place and getting in the 


way? Bloody marvellous.” 
"Come on, Cath..." 


"Come on what? | am being hunted by a psycho who would quite cheerfully slaughter his way through my 
friends to get to me. And you bloody lot are just going to stand there and let him do it, like ducks in a bloody 
shooting gallery. Or fish in a barrel. That's a better metaphor, yeah?" Her voice had steadily risen while she 


was talking, and by the end she was practically screaming across the table. 


"You don't know that," said Joe, trying to get his lover to calm down 


"Yes, actually Joe, | fucking well do know that Look at Sarah's face and tell me she ain't scared" 
"Fuck you, Cath" 

‘Hey, Im already fucked | am trying," she emphasised the word strongly, "to make sure you lot aren't as well’ 
"If we all stick together ~" 


"Enough romantic notions, alright? l'm gonna die, get the fuck over it" She flung herself back in her chair, 


glaring at her friends. "Shit." She snapped angrily, to no one in particular. 


Silence then, broken only by Sarah's soft sobbing into Sav's shoulder. He held her close, and glared across the 
table at Cath. 


"That was uncalled for." 


"Christ. Look, l'm sorry Sarah. But l'm scared too, OK?" She rubbed a hand across her face, and just for a 


second Joe got a glimpse of the torrent of feelings she had been hiding so well. 
He couldn't help but reach across the table to comfort her; initially she shook his hand off angrily, but he 
persisted. Sighing deeply, she sagged into his embrace and let him hold her for a moment. "You don't have to 


do this alone, you know," he murmured gently into her hair. 


"You're right" She smiled at him, rather sadly. "Sarah? Did Sharon say if she'd called the police, or anything 
useful like that?" 


Sarah nodded. 
"Well, thats something. | suppose -" 


The sudden shrilling of the phone made all four of them jump. Sarah stared at it as if it were a snake; uttering 


a fierce expletive, Cath dived out of her seat and answered it. 
"Yeah." 
She listened briefly, and some of the tension went out of her shoulders. 


"OK...yeah...Kidlington..got it. Now? OK, Ill tell the others..no, they're coming in from Heathrow..no, no press here 


She hung up, and blew out a loud raspberry at the silent piece of plastic hanging on the wall 


"Police. Can't fuckin’ stand ‘em. Anyway kidlets, saddle up." 

"Where we going?" 

"Thames Valley Police HQ, couple of towns over. Take us about forty minutes to get there if | drive." 
"Sounds important,” Joe said, pushing himself away from the table. 

"Pig central’ 

"Cath!" Sarah shook her head. "You shouldn't say things like that" 

"What, like, if pigs could fly, Kidlington would be the third London airport?" 

"Yeah" 

"Fuck ‘em. Anyway, lIl drive, you call the others and get them to meet us there. 


"Are you gonna be alright to drive?" Joe asked quietly as the four of them grabbed coats, keys and cigarettes 
before heading for the door. She cocked a smile at him. 


"Ask me again when we get there. Look, I'm serious about wanting you away from here - away from me." 
"No way." 

"All the time you're with me, you're in danger.” 

‘I've only just found you," he moved closer, pulling her into his arms, "so l'm not going anywhere." 

"Sure?" 

"Count on it" 

Smiling again, she grabbed the lapels of his coat and pulled him down for a very, very serious kiss. 

"Are you coming?" Yelled Sav from the doorway. 

"Not yet" Grinned Joe. 

"Give me time," added Cath, opening her eyes wide and regarding Sav seriously. 


Rolling his eyes, he made his way out to the car where Sarah was already waiting, talking animatedly into her 


mobile. Joe and Cath scrambled to join them, pausing only to lock the farmhouse door and give each other a 


quick kiss before roaring away into the night. 


Unnoticed, an unfriendly pair of eyes watched them leave. 


The four of them strode through the corridors of the police station, following a rather stout officer who was 
showing them to an interview room. Puffing, he waved them into a comfortable room and left them with the 
advice that their friends - and an investigating team of officers - would be with them shortly. 


"They've spent some cash on this," muttered Sarah, touching the soft curtains at the window. 


"Yeah," chuckled Cath, "the last time we were here it was still dingy green paint and seventies curtains. 


Welcome to the new touchy-feely era" She sounded bitter. 


"Didn't know you were so familiar with the inside of police stations," smiled Joe, moving to slide his arm around 


Cath. Her answering smile was rather grim. 


"Hmm. Well, when they were going to put Trevor away last time, we all spent a lot of time talking to various 


pi~" 

"Cath," warned Sarah. 

"Police officers." 

Sarah rolled her eyes and leaned into Sav. "It was not a nice time," she sighed. He pulled her close in an effort 
to calm her down, but Cath fidgeted under Joe's arm for a moment, then restlessly broke away and began to 
pace the room afresh. 

"You need to chill out a bit, sweetheart." 

"Whatever." She continued to mooch about, spotted a sign thanking her for not smoking and promptly lit up. 
"See you're still as respectful of police property as ever," laughed a voice wryly from the door. 

"Alice!" 

Momentarily forgotten, Joe and Sav watched as the four girls leapt into one another's arms and shared a 
boisterous group hug. Chuckling at their antics, a tall, thin older man with sandy hair squeezed past them and 


held out his hand to Joe. 


"Hi Joe. Good to see you again" 


"Chris," Joe replied, a little subdued He'd never been over fond of Heaven's manager; he had more than a touch 
of the East End ‘wide boy’ about him. Still, not wishing to cause any trouble, he shook his hand anyway, but 
when the man turned to greet Sav he couldn't help but wipe his hand on his trousers, hoping like Christ that 


no one saw the small gesture. 


Looking up, he saw Sharon wink. Typical. He'd almost forgotten how the little red haired drummer missed 
nothing with those sharp green eyes. 


"Joe," she grinned, moving away from her friends, "long time no see, sweetheart." She held out her arms to 


him, and was swept up in a wholehearted embrace. 
"Hey babe," laughed Joe, giving her a quick kiss. "Have fun scandalising the States?" 


"You bet," she giggled, "that Howard Stern is a blast. You wind up telling him all sorts of shit and forgetting 


how many people you're talking to. It was great!" 


"Glad you had fun," he said, then became more serious, "I never had chance to thank you for helping me an 


Cath get together." 

"You boob. You'd have done it on your own eventually.’ 
"Yeah, well. You helped. I'm gratefull" 

"So you owe me one?" 

"| dunno I'd go that far," he growled, grinning at her. 
"Hey!" Interjected Sav, "Don't | get one?" 

Without a pause, she sprang straight at his open arms and wrapped her legs around his waist. 
"Hi Sav, did you miss me?" 

"Oof! Bloody hell!" 

"Put him down, Sharon, he's spoken for!" 

"You're for it now, mate." 

"Shut up, Joe." 


"Awww, c'mon Sarah. Share and share alike, dontcha know." 


"Good grief woman, back five minutes and trying to nick my bloke already." 

"Ladies, no arguing. There's plenty to go round." 

Amidst all the banter and chatter, Joe began to look around the room for his beloved Cath. He wasn't terribly 
surprised to see her in a corner with Alice, heads close together, clearly deep in conversation Quietly, he 
made his way over to them. 

| want him out of the way." Cath was saying. Joe's heart nearly stopped when he heard Alice's reply. 

"He loves you. You can't send him away." 

"If he sticks around he's gonna get hurt" 

"You send him away now, you'll lose him" 

Joe knew he should move away, but couldn't. 

"Alice, Trevor WILL find me." 

"Not necessarily." 

"And you remember what he had last time." 

"Look, just because -" 

"That security guy died because of me, Alice. | don't want Joe's death on my conscience, however briefly." 
"Briefly?" 

"Because if he's with me, Trevor will shoot him before he shoots me." 

"Jesus, Cath.” 

Before another word could be spoken, Joe cleared his throat. The girls froze. 

"And how long have you been standing there?" Asked Cath, tonelessly. 


"Long enough," he replied quietly. To his gratification, Alice was blushing; he wasn't sure what had been said 


before he saw them, but if Alice was embarrassed it had to have been juicy. 


"Joe -" Ground Cath between clenched teeth. 


"No." he took her shoulders in his hands and gently turned her to face him. "I love you. You love me. We get 
through this together, OK?" 


"All of us," added Alice, laying one hand on Joe's shoulder and the other on Cath's. 
"Oh, give me strength," grumbled Cath, “alright, but we all need to talk about this. Sensibly. OK?" 

"OK" 

"OK" 

She had fo crack a smile at the automatic agreement. "Never thought I'd see you two agree on anything’ 
The two blond vocalists eyed each other suspiciously, before Alice shrugged a shoulder and sighed 

"Yeah, well, | guess we've got something in common to care about now." 

"Oh yeah?" 


"You," smiled Joe, leaning in to kiss her. Their attention was suddenly grabbed by the sound of a throat being 


cleared at the front of the room. 
"If you'd all like to take a seat? It's late, and I'm sure you'd all like to keep this brief" 
Cath looked over at the woman in the suit who had spoken, and stiffened angrily. 


"Uh oh," muttered Alice. Joe heard Sharon mutter the same thing as Cath broke away from him and strode up 


to the woman, only stopping when they were practically nose to nose. 
"Detective Knight" 

"Miss Sams." 

"Got you back on the case, huh?" 

"It seemed sensible, since | have prior knowledge.” 

"Yeah. Made such a good job of it last time, too." 

"Cath" Alice was suddenly at her elbow, jiggling it to get her attention. 


"Miss Sams, you are fully aware of why | was forced to make the decisions that | did." 


"Yeah, right." 

"Cath!" Hissed Alice, pulling suddenly at her friend's arm. Cath flicked the elbow up and out, not only breaking 
Alice's hold on her but also stopping the heel of her hand a fraction of an inch from the detective's nose. The 
woman didn't even blink 


"Nicely done, Knight." She growled. 


"Thank you," replied the officer quietly. She and Cath held their gaze for a moment longer, then Cath gave in to 


her friend and moved to sit next to Joe in one of the comfortable chairs. He stared at her in amazement. 
"What?" She whispered 

"You're a scary lady when you're angry, you know that?" 

She flashed him a grin, but addressed her next remark to the detective at the front of the room 

"Im not an invalid with a broken back this time. I've got a hell of a lot more to lose’ 

‘| am..aware of that" 


Joe met Alice's eye over Cath's head and quirked an eyebrow at her. What on earth was going on here? 


‘Tell you later’ mouthed Alice. He nodded, and settled down to listen to what the detective had to say. 


Which wasn't a lot, in the end. She introduced herself as Detective Inspector Knight ("Bloody Sergeant Knight 
last time," muttered Cath nastily. Alice elbowed her.) and her colleague as Sergeant Trevithick, she explained 
what they knew about Trevor's escape in some detail 


"In other words, you know fuck all." 


"| wouldn't put it quite like that," replied Knight stiffly. Cath raised her eyebrows. "But our information is 


somewhat.limited, yes.” 


"What | don't understand," asked Sharon quietly, "is how a.a psycho like Trevor could be let out on home leave 
in the first place." 


lm afraid | can't divulge that information," replied Knight calmly. Cath sat up, scowling fiercely. 


"The hell with that," she snapped, "why not?" 


"The reasons are part of his treatment file and that, as you should know, is confidential; part of the doctor- 


patient privacy agreement.” 

| have a right to know why my killer was allowed back on the street" Joe fidgeted uncomfortably at her 
words, and could see Alice doing the same; even the young Sergeant's eyes had gone rather wide at Cath's 
assumption that she would definitely be killed. 

"You're still very much alive, from what | can see." 

"You caught him yet?" 

"You know we haven't" 

"Then it's just a matter of time." 

"Miss Sams, you know | cannot -" 


"Stuff it, Knight. Forget about them,’ she waved her hand at her friends, "and just tell me. Tell me why." 


The Detective Inspector frowned down at her papers, and seemed for the first time to be feeling 


uncomfortable with what she was saying. 

"He wasn't considered to be a threat to the community.” 

"He isn't," replied Cath softly, "just me." 

"| know." Replied the woman in front of them, just as quietly; Cath's eyes went wide at her unexpected 
admission. Clearing her throat, Knight continued as though the exchange between herself and the rather fierce 
bassist had never occurred. 

"You may be wondering why, if we can't give you much information, we've gathered you here tonight” 

"Well, duh." Muttered a voice. Joe grinned as he recognised Sharon's distinct tones. Sav hastily covered a 
snicker with a cough when Sarah elbowed him sharply; Knight glared at them both before indicating that her 
Sergeant should continue. 

"Whilst the press have been slow to catch on to this situation," he began, using a tone of voice that had 
‘concerned officer’ written all over it, "it won't be long before the tabloids, in particular, begin to chase the 
story." 


"Is he always this pompous, or d'you think he practises?" Came another comment, sotto voce. 


"Sshh" 


Blushing, the young detective continued. "It was considered that you should all be briefed and, at the very 


least, some sort of coherent plan of action agreed upon before that eventuality occurred” 
"He talks nice." 

"Hmm. Cute when he blushes, too." 

"| wouldn't kick him out of bed for eating crackers." 

"Now don't embarrass the nice policeman" 


"Never mind us," chuckled Alice, nailing the young man - now blushing furiously - with her brilliant blue gaze, 


"we always heckle when we're tired. Why don't you just give us the highlights?" 


"We think you should each find somewhere to stay for a few months, preferably no more than two of you in 


each place, until this man is caught." He finished in a rush. 


Joe suspected that the soft-spoken man wasn't expecting the reaction he got. He was probably expecting quiet 
murmuring, maybe a grumble or two, but overall a relatively graceful acquiescence to the wishes of the 
police. If so, then he clearly hadn't done his homework. No one simply ordered this bunch of women around; 


well, not and kept all their internal organs just that - internal. 


He certainly wasn't expecting all four women to start shouting at him angrily, joined by the remarkably shrill 
voice of their manager. The young man's face paled as he saw that the black haired guitarist was actually 
being physically restrained from hurdling the chair in front of her by her boyfriend; what had happened to the 


friendly - if somewhat stressed - group of people he'd had before him not two minutes earlier? 


"Enough!" Shouted Knight over the hubbub, when she judged it had gone on long enough. "That's enough! You will 
not treat my colleague in such a fashion!" She waited until the noise level dropped away. "Now," she continued, 


"tell me why you have a problem with this plan?" 


"Use your head, Knight!" roared Alice, so angry that it was Cath - to Joe's surprise and almost certainly her 
own - who was keeping a tight grip on her friend's upper arm to stop her lunging forward in a furious rage, 
"we've just finished a major tour, we've got maybe two weeks before we start a series of club and festival 
gigs which takes us through the summer, then we want to start recording our new album in the autumn. We 


can't do that scattered all over the bloody country!" 


"We will not," snarled Sarah, dark eyes flashing passionately, "crawl into a hole and wait for you bastards to get 


off your arses and catch him. No chancel" 


"You can't do this to us!" Yelled Sharon, practically jumping up and down she was so pissed. "Interfering 
bastards y'are!" 


"Are you trying to ruin their career?" Howled Chris, almost frothing at the mouth with angry indignation. 
"We are not trying to ruin anybody's career, Mr Chapman. Simply -" 


Alice and Joe suddenly became aware that Cath, standing between them, was speaking quietly but steadily 


increasing in volume. 
"Guys? Hello? Listen to me, please? Hello? Guys? Listen to me, please? Ol! SHUT THE FUCK UP AND LISTEN!" 
Silence fell, with raised eyebrows all round and sullen looks from the police officers at the front. 


"Considering that it was my ill considered marriage that got us all into this mess, I've got a couple of things ld 


like to say." 
Everyone looked at each other. "OK," said Alice eventually, speaking for the rest of them as usual. 


"Right. There's no way | can persuade everybody to put themselves way out of harms reach away from me, 


so I'd like to suggest that we pretty much carry on as normal." 
"L cannot allow that, Miss Sams." 


"Shove it, Knight. You lot let him go, you lot can pay for us to be tailed all the time. When he makes his move 


"if 


"WHEN he decides to break cover, hopefully you can make your move and get him back into custody before he 


hurts anyone else." 

The Inspector paused, clearly wavering. 

‘Means several of your plain clothes coppers get to hang out with us," purred Sharon, flashing a very direct 
look from her hypnotic green eyes at the sergeant, who blushed again, "which will make you pretty popular, | 
imagine." 

Knight drummed her fingers on the table, never dropping her gaze from Cath's ferocious grey eyes. 
“Alright, but itll take me a couple of days to get the necessary clearances." 


"We'll stay in a hotel." 


"With twenty four hour protection," spat Chris, still seething. 


Knight paused, then nodded. 


"Best you get on the phone, Chris," said Cath softly, before turning to Joe. "I don't know whether Sav will go, 
but I'd be a lot happier if you two would go back to Ireland.” 


"Don't | get a say?" Groused Sarah. 
"No." Cath turned back to face Joe with a scowl. 
He gave her his most direct look "I said we'd face this together, remember?" 


"Let me be blunt," she replied, sounding more tired than Joe had ever heard her, "you managed to cope with 


Steve's loss. Could you bear to find another bassist?" 


Joe rocked back on his heels, eyebrows reaching for his hairline. Sarah swore under her breath, and Sav simply 
wrapped her in his arms and watched the scene unfolding before him. 


"Or you. What happens if the guys lose you?" 


Joe took Cath's face in both hands, and gently smoothed his thumbs over her cheekbones before leaning in to 
softly kiss her full on the lips. 


‘It won't happen. And l'm not going anywhere, not without you, anyway." 

| can't change your mind?" 

He kissed her again, this time gently nipping at her lower lip as they parted. 

"Guess not" 

Alice patted Joe on the back. "Good man. Welcome to the family." She commented in a low voice. 

"Im not going anywhere either." Sav added loudly, making Alice snort: 

"Knew we'd never get rid of you, mate!" 

Tension broken, Sergeant Trevithick pointed out that coffee and tea were available from the kitchen two doors 
down the corridor, and asked that they make themselves comfortable until their hotel rooms were organised. 


He would, he explained, take the first shift of staying with them. 


"Oh good," grinned Sharon wickedly. The young man swallowed hard as she made a beeline for him, stopping 


almost right under his chin and turning on him her hundred-watt green stare. "So what's your first name?" 


She asked. "Can't go calling you Trevithick alla time - too much of a mouthful” 

“John” 

"Cool. C'mon then Johnno, let's get some coffee for this bunch." 

Tucking her arm through his, she dragged him out and down the corridor, still chattering, 


Cath looked around the room, only to realise that Knight had already left the room. "Damn," she swore mildly, 
not really having expected anything else. 


"What is it with you and her anyway?" Asked Joe, also looking around the room to see if he could spot her. 

"To cut a very long story short, she was in charge of the investigation when Trevor broke my back. She was 
unwilling to press charges because, and | quote, ‘your type always go back to them anyway, and that means we 
waste a lot of time. Its not worth the effort." 

"Shit, no.” 

"Shit, yes. Anyhoo, when that security guard got shot she was first on the scene, disarmed Trevor, and got a 
public service medal - and a promotion - into the bargain. Made some lovely touching speeches about how this 


was a classic case of why domestic violence shouldn't be tolerated. Smug bitch." 


"Sit down luv," said Alice quietly, touching Cath's elbow as she swayed suddenly, "you look like you're about to 


fall over." 
"Guess | am." 


"It has been a long day," smiled Joe, sitting in the chair next to her. She chuckled at him, reaching out to touch 
his face. 


"Lot of shocks." 

Opening his arms to her, he pulled her into his shoulder where she was very quickly dozing away, mumbling 
into his collar and sighing deeply. Joe looked over at Alice, sitting close to her friend; he could see the ravages 
of the long flight and stressful aftermath beginning to take their toll on her normally flawless face. 

"You OK?" 


"Frankly, no," she sighed, eyes never leaving Cath's face. "How's Cath coping?" 


"Better than | expected." 


"| really hoped we'd seen the last of this bastard, you know." 

"Yeah" 

Joe was startled to see Alice's bright blue eyes begin to fill with tears. "She's right about one thing, mind" 
"What's that?" 

"He'll find her. And he'll try to kill her” 

"You're tired, its been a long flight -' 

"You weren't there," Alice interrupted him, but without the usual sting in her voice; instead, she sounded 
resigned to whatever was heading their way. "You didn't see him on a hundred nights he beat the shit out of 
her, while | begged him to stop. You didn't see him the night he threw her out of the window" 


"Alice..." 


"You didn't see him that night in the hospital" She flicked her gaze up to meet Joe's. "I looked into his eyes 
that night, and I'll never forget what | saw there." 


He couldn't help himself. He had to know. "What?" He whispered, holding Cath even closer as she shifted and 


murmured in her sleep. 

"Hell." 

They stared at each other for a moment longer, until Alice sat back, fumbled in a pocket and pulled out a 
rather crumpled packet of cigarettes. Offering one to Joe, she lit her own and then his; he noted how badly 
her hand trembled as she did so, but wisely decided not to mention it. 

"The only thing that's gonna stop that guy," mused the tall blonde as she huffed out a cloud of blue smoke, 
and watched it billow toward the ceiling, “is if someone kills him first. And I'll tell you something else," she took 
another drag, and fixed Joe with her gaze again, "if | get the chance, I'll be the one to do it" 

"That's what the police are for," Joe said soothingly, "I'm sure none of us will have to get that close to him." 
She rose, shaking her head and smiling grimly, and went to walk to join the others where they stood on the 
other side of the room; as she drew level with him she paused, and placed a hand on his shoulder. He sucked in 
a sharp breath as she ground her fingertips into him in a sudden, fierce grip. 


"If you love her, mate, and you want to keep her..well.." Alice shrugged, "you'd better be ready to kill for her." 


He looked down at Cath's sleeping face as he listened to Alice walk away. Yes, he loved this woman who fit so 


beautifully under his arm and into his life, not to mention his heart, but would he kill for her? Would he kill for 


anyone? 
He shook the thought from his mind. It wouldn't come to that. 


But the uneasy feeling refused to go away. 


Deliver Me 


"Got it," said Chris cheerfully, jogging back into the room half an hour later, "two double rooms and a twin, 
Angel Hotel, which happens to be the one you can see from that window," he pointed with a flourish, "there." 


Joe did a quick head count. "Where will you and ‘im," pointing to the ever present Sergeant, "be sleeping?" He 


asked, pointedly. 

"We won't," replied Chris, equally sharply. "We've cleared it with the hotel; we'll be staying in the lobby, 
watching anyone who comes in or out. He," pointing at Trevithick, "is a trained observer and |," pointing rather 
proudly at himself, "know what the bastard looks like.” 

"Oh." 


Stirring by his side, Joe heard Cath chuckle sleepily. "Don't underestimate him. Chris might be a weasel, but 
he's a bloody good one." 


"| heard that." 
"You were meant to, sweetheart." 


"You should be grateful I'm on your side," he huffed, feigning hurt indignation. Cath extricated herself from 


under Joe's arm, crossed the room, and stood on tiptoe to drop a sisterly kiss on her manager's cheek. 

lam." 

Alice and Sharon crossed over and did the same. 

"Us too." 

Sarah repeated the action. "Yup." 

Grinning happily, Chris waved an arm at the door. "Then what are we waiting for?" 

"Nothing Chris," chorused the girls, making their way over to the door. As he passed him, Joe met the 
manager's eyes; the care he saw reflected there was the same as could often be seen in Mal's eyes, especially 
when he didn't think the band were looking. Quirking his lips into a half smile, Joe nodded slightly at Chris, who 


returned the gesture - they understood each other. 


Following Cath into the corridor, Joe saw Sharon throw something large at him, grabbing reflexively, he realised 


he'd just caught her carry-on bag. 


"What's this for?" 


"Oh, you know," she laughed, "deodorant, clean knickers..the usual. Me an’ ‘Liss ‘ave got our luggage, so we 


figured Cath and Sarah could use our..emergency supplies.” 

"Emergency...?" 

"C'mon Joe. Tell me those knickers of Cath's are going to be fit for wear tomorrow!" 

Cries of "UuuUuuurgh!" echoed down the empty corridor. 

"Ladies!" 

"Sorry Chris. Coming Chris." 

Still giggling, the band plus lovers, manager and a very embarrassed police officer made their way across to 
the hotel, collected room keys and headed for the stairs. On their way up, all four ladies made a point of 
kissing Chris and John - by now blushing fiercely - and wishing them a loud good night. Joe and Sav wished 
them goodnight, but decided to pass on the kiss. 


"It must be nice to be a rock star," sighed the lone receptionist left on duty. 


"You have absolutely no idea," agreed Sgt. Trevithick, wondering just how on earth he was going to survive the 
next few weeks. 


"Maybe we should just get some sleep," yawned Joe as they made their way into the room, locking the door 


and hanging the ‘do not disturb’ sign on it, "it's been a bitch of a day." 

Cath's pale eyes flashed as she whirled to face him. 

"Absolutely not. Come here" She growled at him, grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer. 

"Gladly," he murmured against her lips as she dragged him down for a fierce, hot kiss. Her tongue duelled with 
his, spreading a liquid heat throughout his entire body that pooled low in his abdomen, driving him to intensify 
the erotic contact. 

"Make love to me," she demanded as they both broke the kiss long enough to breathe. 

For an answer, Joe swept her up in his arms and deposited her on the bed, attacking her mouth with his own 


with an intensity that took her breath away. He leaned back long enough to drag her boots off and undo her 


jeans before he had to swing back into her warmth; nipping at her throat and chin made her moan out loud, 


the sound only inflaming him further. 


They dragged each other's clothes off in a hurry, giggling at the sound of tearing clothes and popping buttons; 
naked at last, they fell on to the bed and twined round each other with an urgency that shocked them both. 
Mouths roamed over heated skin, and fingers stroked sensitive nerve endings to a frenzy; Cath shouted aloud 


when Joe thrust into her, howling like an animal and raking her nails down his back. 


Trapping her body beneath him, Joe sank his teeth into her shoulder as he felt her tighten around him, unable 
to help himself, he responded to her desperate frenzy with a mindless need of his own, and drove himself into 
her as fast and as hard as he could manage. Reaching their height together, they screamed their passion into 
the heedless night. 


Later, when they had time to remember that night, they agreed that the ferocity of their coupling had 
frightened them both; they felt as though their bodies had acted alone, with no regard to higher feelings of 
love or affection. When faced with death, the human instinct is to reach for life; Joe and Cath reaffirmed their 
vitality in the only way their bodies knew how. 

Exhausted, they curled around each other and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. 


* 


Cath woke first, bladder insisting she get up. She had to wriggle out from under Joe's arm to get out of bed; 
heading for the bathroom, she heard him mumble something in his sleep and shift position, no doubt disturbed 
by her movement. Smiling at the memory of the previous night, she hurried back to the bed and slid under 
the covers, cuddling close in to his side. Folding her gently into his arms, Joe opened his brilliant green eyes and 
stared directly into her grey. 

"Mornin gorgeous." 

"Mornin beautiful." 


He shut his eyes and chuckled, pulling her closer in to his side. She sighed contentedly. 


"| feel safe like this," she murmured, tucking her head into the angle of his neck, “all protected. Like the world 


can't reach me." 
"You're always safe with me." 


"Hope so," she breathed, so quietly it was just on the cusp of his hearing. He stroked her back, hearing her 
sigh and feeling her body relax against him. "That's nice." 


"Hmm" 


She pulled herself up onto his chest, folded her hands and rested her head on them, staring straight into his 
eyes. 


"What's up, Joe?" 

He opened one eye and smiled at her. "Can't hide anythin’ from you, can |?" 
"Nope 

"Since l'm gonna be looking out for you -" 

"Since | can't persuade you not to," she mimicked with a grin. 

"- | ought to know what this scumbag looks like, yeah?" 


Her smile faded, and she regarded him for a long moment. "I haven't seen him for nearly ten years. | probably 
won't recognise him myself." 


"Tall? Short? Difficult to change those." 


She gave him one of her lopsided smiles that made his heart miss a beat with their sweetness. "True. OK, last 
time | saw him..five four -" 


"Shortarse, then?" 


"- really thick, curly hair down past his shoulders, really dark brown. Full features; very dark eyes. Built like 
the proverbial brick shithouse, no fat. Oh, and a black belt at karate." 


"Bloody hell, woman!" 

"You don't think just any scuzzer would be able to kick the shit out of me?" 
"So Im looking out for a short, dark psycho" 

"Yeah, summat like that" 

"Sounds like Malvin on a bad day." 


Cath swatted Joe's chest, making him chuckle. "| swear, you lot are so awful to poor Mal it's a wonder he puts 
up with you." 


"He loves us." 


‘Serve you bloody well right if he went postal on the lot of you one day." 


"Nah." He tightened his arms on Cath's back, pulling her towards him so he could drop a gentle kiss on those 
inviting lips. 


"Tease." 
"Who said l'm teasing?" He growled, rolling them both over and giving her the benefit of his full attention. 


Before they could take it any further, the telephone beside the bed rang. Cath sighed as Joe hissed through 
his teeth and dropped his head to the curve of her neck in frustration. 


"Yeah." 


"Cath, | thought you buggers were coming down to lunch? Detective |-hate-rockstars is expecting us back 
over the way at two, and we need to pow-wow first.” 


"Fuck. What time is it?" 
"Midday. Let me speak to Joe." 


Wordlessly, Cath put the receiver next to her lover's ear, mouthing ‘Sharon’ at him. He rolled his eyes and took 


it. 

"Hey 

"Down boy! Put her down! Down!" 
He hung up. 

"| think we're late." 

"Yeah. Race you to the shower?" 


He grinned. "You're on" 


"Mornin’ all." 
"You're late," fretted Chris, as Joe and Cath joined the band Cath flipped him the finger with a smile. 


"Love you too, sweetheart" He grumbled. 


"Where's the watchdog?" Asked Joe, pinching a croissant off Sarah's plate. 
| hadn't finished that." 
| have," he replied through a mouthful of crumbs. 


"Johnno's chatting up the receptionist, getting access to the CCTV footage from the front of the hotel, 
checking if there's any dodgy characters been hanging around." 


The others stared at her, grins starting to appear. 

"What?" 

"The policeman and the rockstar." Alice snorted. 

"Well, you know what they say about drummers." 

"And that would be, oh goddess of the bass?" Asked Sharon, a dangerous glint in her eye. 
"The same as they say about coppers." 

"Which is, Joe?" 

"They've both got big feet?" Asked Sav. Cath and Joe nodded vigorously. 

"And you know what they say about people with big feet," deadpanned Sarah. 

“Surprise me." 

"They wear big shoes!" Chorused everyone together, dissolving into giggles. Sharon shook her head at them. 
"You're all bloody crackers. Anyway, does it hurt to have an inside track on what the boys -" 
"— and girls -" 

"- yes Chris, and girls - in blue are up to?" 

"No. Just don't expect me to be nice to DI. Knight.” 


"Maybe she learnt her lesson," shrugged Alice, watching her friend closely as she bit into a fresh piece of 
toast. 


"Bollocks." 

"Harsh." 

"And once more | say, bollocks." 

"On a slightly less contentious note," sighed Chris, "what are we going to do for the next couple of weeks?" 


Alice dusted her hands together and cleared a space on the table in front of her. Stealing a pen from Chris' 
breast pocket, she began making notes on the tablecloth. 


"Two weeks to Donington, yeah?" 


"Yeah. We're on stage three on Saturday, and we've been asked to open the main stage on Sunday. If we're 


there on Friday we've been invited to take part in a meet and greet sort of a session" 

"Sort of?" 

"They're setting up a tent where ‘off duty’ musicians can sign autographs, chat to fans, that sort of stuff" 
"Novell 

"Then two weeks after that there's Knebworth, opening for Whitesnake -" 

"Christ, ain't they dead yet?" 

'- funny, Joe - end of June Barrowlands, second act for the boys again, then it's quiet until August Bank" 
"Reading!" Chorused the girls. 

"End of September good for the studio?" Asked Alice, scribbling furiously on the tablecloth 

"By then you'll have your own," interjected Joe firmly over the mutters of agreement: 

"What?" 

"Tell you later: 

"Did you refuse to shag him ‘fill he bought you a studio?" 

"Damn ‘Liss, how'd you guess?" 


"He's got a frustrated look about him." 


"Thank you!" Shouted Joe over the banter of the ladies. Sav was giggling almost uncontrollably, Joe kicked him 
under the table. 


"That's all very well," frowned Alice, "but where do we stay?" 

"The farmhouse,” said Cath, firmly, "unless anyone has any objections?" 

There was an uneasy silence. 

"Well, since you all resolutely refuse to stay away from me then you're kinda stuck with it, aren't you?" 


"What about this. If we stay with you at the farmhouse for a week, then you can work out of my place in 
Ireland until this bastard gets caught. How does that sound?" 


Its my home, Joe. | won't be driven out of it” 

"Ten quid says she puts him off until Knebworth." Whispered Sharon in Chris’ ear. 

"My tenner says Barrowlands," he whispered back. Sarah leaned in to their manager, never taking her eyes off 
Joe and Cath who were both making a very eloquent argument as to why each one of them was right. Being 


brought up to date, she whispered to Sav then leaned back into Chris. 


"Sav says a week, | say Reading," she hissed. Sav shifted himself closer to Alice and swiftly appraised her of 


the bet; she murmured into his ear and the information was returned to Chris. 

"Alice says Donington. Sav's still betting on Joe." 

"| don't see why | should be driven away from the home | love. Well, | do, but that's beside the point" 
"You'll all be safe." 

"Then you lot go." 

"That's not possible, and you know it" 


"What about this. Farmhouse ‘till Donington, then your place, recording back at the farm in September 


regardless of whether the scumbag's been caught or not. Fair?" 
"That alright with everyone else?" Asked Joe to the table at large. Everyone nodded. 


"Done." 


"You have been," smirked Alice, holding out her hand. Joe and Cath stared in amazement as she was handed 


four ten-pound notes, tucking them into her pocket and thanking each grumbling donor. 

"You bet on when we'd go?" 

"No. We bet on which one of you would give in first," grinned Sharon, “Liss won" 

"Bloody hell. With friends like you lot -" 

Cath didn't get to finish her sentence, as their watchdog for the night suddenly appeared at the table. 
"DS. Trevithick" Acknowledged Cath, tonelessly. 


"Johnno!" Grinned Sharon. Alice rolled her eyes and began to rip up the tablecloth so she could take the 
scribbled on portion with them. 


"DI. Knight is waiting for us at HQ; and should you be doing that, Miss Miller?" 
Is paper, Johnno. If you think | could rip linen this easily, you're dafter than you look" 


"And she tells me to be nice," laughed Cath, as the group rose and followed the blushing policeman out of the 
hotel and back across the road. 


* 
"Make me a happy lady, DI. Knight," said Cath, as they filed back into the large room they'd used the night 
before, "tell me you've got him" 

"Sorry" 


"Damn" 


"But | have managed to approve two weeks of twenty four hour cover for you all at the farmhouse, and 


limited cover away from the premises." 

"Two weeks?" Asked Sav. 

"Which should take you to the Donington..gig.” 

"Wonder if thats the first time she's used that word?" Giggled Sharon. Alice shushed her. 
"Johnno." growled Cath. He raised his hands in an ‘| didn't do anything’ gesture. 


‘| assume that after that you'll be working out of Southern Ireland?" 


The little group just stared at her, dumbstruck. 


"I know, you, Miss Sams," said the DI. quietly, "and I've done my homework on Mr Elliott. Taking both your 
personalities and the ameliorating influence of your friends into account, it was clear to me how long you would 


remain..my problem." 

"Nobody likes a smartarse." 

Alice snickered at Cath's coolly delivered comment; DI. Knight just smiled. 

"There's a team on their way to the farmhouse now. Two mobile teams will be available on standby; | expect 
you to call me on this number if any of you plan to be moving away from there. Myself or DS. Trevithick will 
be available at all times; please keep us informed." 


"l'm..impressed," murmured Joe, as John passed business cards to each person. 
P P P 


"Soo0..that's you finished with us, then?" asked Sharon, with raised eyebrows. It all seemed something of an 


anticlimax, somehow. 
"For the moment." Replied DJ. Knight. 
"Rock and roll, then" Snapped Cath, rising to her feet and leaving the room. 


"Bye Johnno," chuckled Sharon, as the group chased off after their friend. Watching them go, DS. Trevithick 
turned to his boss. 


"Do you think we'll catch him before he finds her?" 


"Honestly? No." She sighed, and sat down "I just hope we can stop him before he kills her. | failed her ten years 


ago. | don't want to fail her again" 


It was a noisy, boisterous group of friends and lovers in very good heart that crammed into the kitchen of 
the farmhouse some hour later. They had noticed the police car parked at the end of the drive; Sharon had 
insisted on hopping out and saying hello to the two startled officers inside, while everyone else in the mini 
convoy watched and shouted good-natured abuse from their vehicles. 


Joe and Sav exchanged grins as they watched Cath bustle around the kitchen making huge pots of tea and 
coffee while news was exchanged; what was happening around the ladies’ home stomping ground, how America 
had treated them, and news from Chris as to how the label was taking it all. Alice had some messages for Joe 


and Sav from the rest of the band, the main topic of which seemed to be ‘has she killed you yet? closely 


followed by ‘when's the wedding? 


"No and get a fucking grip." Yelled Cath across the kitchen when she found out why Sav was roaring with 
laughter and Joe was trying to hurriedly shush him. 


"So," said Sharon to Joe, rapping her knuckles loudly on the wooden table to get his attention, "when do we get 
this studio, then?" 


| can start making the arrangements today, if you like," he shrugged. 

"We like. Crack on, lad” 

"Is that the royal ‘we’, then?" 

"All members of ‘Heaven’ who wish Joe to get off his arse and on the phone say ‘aye'." 

"AYE!" Yelled Cath, Alice, Sarah and Chris in unison, before cracking up giggling. 

"Funny. You're all very funny. Haven't you all got anything better to do than sit around here and hassle me?" 
"Nope," grinned Cath brightly from her perch on the kitchen counter. 


“Actually, sighed Chris, a little regretfully, "| have to shoot back to London for a while. Got to see a man about 


your next single release.” 
"OK. Don't forget to call that blasted Knight woman," Sharon started to tick items off on her fingers, "don't 
forget to let us know you're OK on a regular basis, don't sign us up to too many bloody festivals, and most of 


all get a decent deal out of those sharks at the label, OK" 


"You worry too much," grumbled their manager, doing the rounds and kissing all his charges before heading for 


the door. He paused when he got to Cath. 

"Be careful, love" 

"And you accuse us of worrying, weasel. Begone" 

After he'd left, the chat turned to more mundane matters. 
"You'd better not have shagged in my bed” 

"Alice, why the fuck would we want to do that?" 


"| dunno. Maybe a territorial thing? Its your house, p'raps you felt the need to make your mark." 


"If I'd wanted to do that, I'd have got Joe to piss up all the doorframes." 

"You didn't?" Asked Sharon, wide eyed. Joe rolled his eyes. 

"You lot are disgusting. Sav, are we ever that disgusting?" 

"Not for a while. But | remember a time in Phoenix -" 

Sarah slapped a hand over his mouth, announced that now was not the time for telling tour stories, and that 
she also needed to drag him off to bed for a while. Just to make sure everything still worked as it should. Not 
that it shouldn't, but you can never be too careful, right? 


"Practice room in two hours!" Shouted Alice after their retreating backs. 


"Give it a rest, ‘Liss. Why don't we all just chill out for the rest of today? We can start alla practice crap 


tomorrow." 

"| suppose," she murmured, not looking happy. 

Cath winked at Joe. "C'mon. Why don't you come up and check out my guitar collection?" 
"Glad to." 


"See you two later, yeah?" And with that, they vanished through the door. Alice and Sharon looked at each 
other. 


"Well, you have a nice time clearing up the kitchen, l'm off to catch up on some kip. Jet lag, mate." Sharon 
didn't quite get out of the kitchen quick enough to miss Alice's bellow of rage at the sight of her friend 
dumping her with the washing up. 


"BASTARDS!" 


"This sucks," snapped Alice later on that evening, striding across the lounge where Cath and Joe were playing 


cards. 
"What does?" Asked Cath mildly, palming an ace while Joe wasn't looking. 
"Doing nothing," snapped her friend as she disappeared towards the dungeon. Joe looked at his lover. 


"Are we doing nothing?" 


"You're losing badly." 

"You must be cheating." 

"Am not." 

"You are. | saw you pinch that card." 

"You're seeing things. First sign of senility.” 

"Hallucinations?" 

"Paranoia." 

"Come on," said Alice, reappearing with three guitar cases, "we're going out" 
"Where? And if that's my bass you've got, you're in a whole world of hurt" 


"The Feathers. I've rung Phil and apparently Jeep still does his jam sessions down there once a month. We've 


got an open invite, so we're going." 

"Jam session?" Joe brightened up. 

"Enthusiast." 

"Yes, Cath. Now gather up your man, stop cheating at cards -" 


"Alice!" 


"| knew it! Come on, give." Joe loomed over Cath and held his hand out. Cath swore and handed over the pair of 


aces she'd stuck in her pocket. "That's the last time | play cards with you." 


"You'd so better hope we have a nice time tonight," she growled at Alice, "because otherwise I'm going to have 


to kill you for this." 

"Yeah, yeah," she passed over Cath's bass, snug in its flight case, "come on" 

"Who else is going?" 

"Sav and Sarah are out somewhere, rang Sharon on her mobile and she's meeting us down there." 


"Three guitars?" asked Joe mildly. 


"You play, don't you?" 

"Well..yeah." 

“There you are, then" 

Bantering and bickering idly, the three friends piled into Alice's jeep and roared out of the courtyard, only 
pausing briefly to let their watchdogs know where they would be. Cath managed to assure them that they 
would be quite safe, and she would be far happier if they would stay put and make sure no one got into the 
house while they were gone. 

That done, she turned to Joe as they drove away and sighed. 

"Y'know, that would have been a fuck of a lot easier if | could have just said what | meant." 

"Such as?" 

"Sit! Stay!" 

Howling with laughter, they carried on to the local pub. 


* 


Joe hung back slightly as the two women with him broke a trail through the crowded pub. They were clearly 
well known here, as the number of back slaps, whistles, shouts of greeting and bear hugs testified. 


He, on the other hand, was finding that his toes were being trodden on, shoulders jogged, path blocked, stared 
at, and generally being made to feel..well, while not exactly unwelcome, at least very much not the centre of 
attention. Finally, catching up with Cath at the bar, she turned to him with a raised eyebrow. 

"You OK?" 

"Yeah. Friendly crowd." 

"Ah. Don't worry, they'll warm to you." 


‘Oh, well, that's OK then. ‘Cause | really feel like | need their approval." 


Cath elbowed him in the ribs and rolled her eyes. “Jesus, Joe, you're on our turf now. Be a little graceful, 


huh?" 


Joe glared around him belligerently. "Yeah, right." 


"Don't even think about it, stud," murmured Alice in his ear, "this lot could eat you for breakfast and not even 


notice. Welcome to our world" 


Joe looked affronted. Cath, who had heard the little comment, slipped an arm around his waist and hugged him 


close. 


"Put it this way, sweetheart. When you were starting out, how would your local fans have reacted if they 


thought someone was out to steal your thunder?" 
He grunted sourly. "I see your point 

"You just don't like it” 

Ase 

"Well, have a pint, listen to the music, chill out. km here 

He leant down and kissed the end of her nose. ‘Im glad about that. Now, whose round is it?" 


"Alice? Alice!" Cath shouted to her friend, standing a little way off down the bar. "Your round, OK? Mine's a 
pint of Stella, and Joe's having - what you want, sweetheart? - pint of Guinness. Alright?" 


Alice called their order to the barman, and grumbled good naturedly to him about friends who never bought 
their own beer. He sympathised, but then added that Sharon had bought all the beer the last time they were 
in. 

"Whose side are you on?" Asked Alice with a grin. 

"The victim's." He deadpamed in reply. 

Laughing, Alice spotted a table and waved Cath and Joe over. Juggling pint glasses and guitar cases they made 
their way over to one of the corners of the pub which had a large table and a good view of the stage; Joe 
was slightly perturbed to see that one of the three people already sitting there was Cath's friend Phil. He 
hoped the big man was feeling slightly less belligerent than the last time they had met. 

"Hey guys!" Phil called, grinning through the thick beard. 

"Phill" Laughed Alice, leaning across to give him a quick peck on the cheek. He extended a hand to Joe. 


"Joe. Still around, | see?" 


"Try getting rid of me," he replied with a smile. Phil snorted. 


"Not bloody likely. | can do without Cath on my case!" 


Cath leaned over the table and slapped her friend on the arm. "You're a bad man. Joe, this lady here is Phil's 
daughter Sally. The man in black is her boyfriend Robbie." 


"Hi" 

"Whooh," laughed Sally, lifting her drink in a toast, "three rock stars! We're blessed, truly." 

"And you think we're sarky," grinned Alice, nudging Joe with her elbow. 

"So," said Sally, leaning across the table toward Cath, "your psycho ex not caught up with you yet?" 


Cath looked her in the eye for a moment, face expressionless. Then she gave a rather wry smile. "I'm still 
breathin’, aren't |?" 


"What | don't understand," the younger woman frowned, "is why you guys had to go to the police when he 
escaped?" 


"Not sure what you mean." 


"Well, if he'd threatened to come back for you if he ever got out why didn't they come straight to you when 
he did? Get out, that is." 


"| can answer that one," said Alice quietly. "Sharon and | asked the same thing when we saw the story in the 
paper when we got back to UK. DI. Knight - she's in charge of the case - told us that she'd recommended 
that Cath be brought in to protective custody immediately. Her superiors overrode her; apparently, Trevor 
had managed to convince his shrinks that what he really missed was his freedom and he was over Cath." 
"They believed him?" Asked Phil, incredulous. 

"Yeah." 

"Never said he was stupid," sighed Cath, staring into her pint glass before draining it. 


"My round," chuckled Robbie, retrieving Cath's glass and heading for the bar. 


Alice quickly filled Sally and Phil in on the details of the rota the police had set up to watch over them. Sally 
sat back, shaking her head doubtfully. 


"Sounds bloody dodgy to me. What about when you're on stage? | mean, Donington. A hundred thousand people 


in the crowd and you guys on stage. Too damn easy." 


‘Cheers Sal," snorted Cath, "give me something else to worry about." 
"Well, according to DI. Knight -" 
"- Who you seem to have been talking to an awful lot," growled Cath, with a scowl. 


"I told you she's changed. She's serious about catching Trevor before he gets to you; she thinks the same way 


we do." 
"Sideways." Deadpanned Phil, winking at Joe. 


| mean," laughed Alice, rolling her eyes, "Trevor's bullshit to the doctors didn't fool her either. Anyway, 
according to the police event security should be able to handle the threat." 


"Sounds fair," agreed Cath mildly. No one else agreed, Robbie returned with drinks to find himself embroiled in 
an argument as to the effectiveness - or lack of it - of the security at music events large and small. Cath 


was simply sitting back watching the others, a small smile on her face. 
"Come here often?" Asked Robbie, grinning mischievously at her. 

She winked. "Once. In the car park. You?" 

"In the bogs." 


Sally and Joe turned to look at their better halves simultaneously, having caught the comments with half an 


ear. 
"What?!" 


Cath leaned into Joe, slipped an arm around him and kissed him on the cheek. "Never mind. Listen to the music 


- its about to start" 


Sure enough, a stout, balding guy carrying a guitar had scrambled on to the stage and was calling for 
participants to kick the session off, there were enough takers to enable the pub to join in with a spirited - if 
somewhat unique - version of Bad Company's ‘Can't Get Enough OF Your Love’. 


Relaxing with a pint in hand and Joe's arm around her shoulders, with the prospect of an evening's music 
making and laughter before her, Cath felt warm and happy. Even the thought of what might be waiting for 
them in the morning couldn't damp her mood; she was doing what she loved, with people she loved. Life, she 


thought happily as Alice got on stage to lead the vocals for ‘Mustang Sally’, doesn't get any better than this. 


He'd passed the gateway four times now; the officers inside the car hadn't even looked up from their 
newspaper, let alone noticed him. Good. They didn’t believe he'd strike here; he'd managed to persuade his shrink 
that all he really missed was his freedom, that his ex-wife was part of a past he'd got over, blah blah blah. 


Well, they clearly weren't overly concerned, these officers of the law - so it stood to reason that if he bided 


his time they would make a mistake. 
Then he would move. 
He was very, very tired of waiting. Ten years was quite enough. 


Laughing out loud, Trevor drove away. 


Kiss The Day 


To his surprise, Joe found himself actually having a good time. He'd never actually seen a jam session quite like 
this; acoustic numbers were conducted from around the pub, people performing from where they sat, or 
stood. Numbers requiring amps and what have you required them to go on stage and plug in to one of the 
impressive range of amplifiers, cabinets, heads and all the rest of the equipment that was piled up there. 


The music varied; all rock, but with overtones of blues, country, folk, metal..all types. The crowd was always 
appreciative; regardless of the quality achieved it seemed to be the effort that mattered. So a fifteen-year- 
old struggling with his first effort at twelve bar blues was roared on with as much enthusiasm as Alice 
completing a beautiful and technically very challenging solo. 


Cath could see Joe, for all that he was absorbed in what was happening, beginning to fidget. Smiling slightly, she 
winked at Phil who, when he went to get the next round, had a quiet word with the strangely named compere, 
who pursed his lips, grinned, and stepped up to the mike. 


"Since we've been blessed with a number of musical professional types tonight, | wondered if they'd like to do a 


turn? All together, like." 


"Sounds good to mel" Yelled Sharon from her seat on the knee of a very large biker, who'd grabbed her in a 


bear hug as soon as she'd arrived. 
"What do you want us to do, Jeep?" Asked Cath, watching Joe closely from the corner of her eye. 


"Know any Bowie numbers?" He replied with a grin. The crowd bellowed approval, and Cath saw a smile begin to 


spread across Joe's face. 
"Might do." 


Alice led the way to the stage, followed by Cath and, after she'd extricated herself from her companion, 
Sharon. She plugged in her guitar, then noticed Joe still sitting at the table, seemingly unsure whether he was 


invited, 


"Get your arse up here, Elliott," she called cheerfully as Cath sorted out her bass, "you don't think I'm gonna 
be singing, do ya?" 


"Ladies and gentlemen,’ announced Jeep from his perch on the end of the bar, "I give you the ever modest, 


ever youthful and mostly hairy..Joe Elliott on vocals!" 


Watching Joe swagger to the stage, Cath thought she'd rarely seen her lover look so pleased with an 
introduction, or be so happy to get a warm welcome from the crowd. Turning to his female backing band, he 


cocked an eyebrow. 


"Ziggy?" 

"You're on," replied Sharon with a grin 

Joe swung into the song. A little ragged at first, but they soon found the measure of each other and, by the 
time the song ended, sounded as slick as though they'd been playing together for years. The crowd bellowed 
approval. 

"Jean Genie?" 

"Fuck, do we have to?" Groaned Cath, rolling her eyes and getting a laugh from the audience. 

"Yeah." Grinned Joe. 


"Go, then" 


This went down as well as the first. Much to the surprise of the four on stage, requests started coming in 
for Leppard songs. 


"Thought you lot didn't like me?" Asked Joe of the audience. 
"Not much," called a heckler, "but we love your backing band!" 


"Fair enough," chuckled Joe, before going in to a quick discussion with the girls. Coming to a decision, he turned 


back to the crowd and grinned at them. 

"How does ‘Me And My Wine’ grab ya?" 

The track went down a storm. When they'd finished, Jeep scrambled on stage and shooed them off, telling 
them that they had to be fair and share the limelight for a change. To a great deal of cheering, whooping and 
backslapping the four made their way back to the table, where an impressive array of drinks waited for them. 


"Where did this lot come from?" Asked Sharon, wriggling onto Phil's lap and swiping the nearest pint. 


"You seem to be pretty popular. People kept asking what you wanted to drink, so | told ‘em. Had to tell ‘em no 


more after a while." 
"Well, fuck me," responded Alice mildly, picking up a pint of cider and toasting the others with it. "Cheers." 
"So," murmured Cath into Joe's ear, her head on his shoulder, "what do you think of this lot now?" 


“They're OK," he laughed gently, pulling her into his side, “all things considered." 


"You're an arrogant bugger, Elliott." 
"Yeah, but you love me, right?" 


"Right." 


By the time last orders was rung and people started to make their way into the night, it had passed midnight. 
The small group was feeling pretty buzzed from the amount of alcohol consumed although none of the ladies 
were really too pissed; Phil and Robbie, on the other hand, were wrecked. Sally, always the sensible one, hadn't 


touched a drop all night and was acting as taxi driver. 


"Look, why don't you all come back to my place. We can carry on there." Offered Phil cheerfully. Sharon 


immediately pounced on the idea. 

"Yeah! It's been ages since we've all hung out - c'mon guys, itll be fun" 

"Count me in," agreed Alice happily, gesturing wildly with a bottle she'd snaffled to take with them. 
‘Not me, | don't reckon. What do you say, Joe? My bed, or Phil's sofa?" 

"Sorry, Phil." 

"Perfickly understandable, mate." 


"Look," sighed Sally, trying to point her inebriated father toward a bench and away from the road, "I'll run Joe 
and Cath home, then I'll come back for you lot. Does that sound good?" 


Fine by me," laughed her boyfriend, stretched out as he was on the grass verge. Sally rolled her eyes and 
tutted. 


"Can't take you anywhere." 
"Yes you can. The second time to apologise, usually.” 


Alice swung round to look hard at Cath, all trace of cheerfulness gone. "You sure you gonna be OK? | mean, 


being there alone." 
"| won't be alone." 


"You know what | mean." 


"Look, we've got coppers on the gate, there's been no word since he got out. Perhaps the little prick really has 


gone to ground" 


Alice looked unconvinced. Cath sighed, then moved closer to her friend and placed both hands on her shoulders. 


‘Look, aren't you the one was always telling me not to let him stop me living?" 
"Well, yeah." 
"So take your own advice. Go to Phil's. Have fun Joe and | will be just fine.” 


"This is true," Joe added, from behind Cath. Alice looked unconvinced, but eventually shook her head, sighed, and 


waved her hands at them. 
"Whatever. Go. Just be careful." 
"Yes mum," grinned Joe. 


"Come onl” Yelled Sally from beside her car, "I've got to get back to this bloody lot before they wander into 


the road and cause an accident. It's like herding sodding cats." 


Joe and Cath hastened to do as they were told, piling into her car and laughing as they were tumbled together 
in the backseat by Sally's sudden takeoff. 


"I forgot to warn you," snorted Cath from somewhere near the floor," Sally's driving is worse than Sarah's." 
"Shit." 

"Do you two wont a lift?" 

"Sorry," chorused her passengers together. 


One swift, bumpy, and hair raising drive later, Sally dropped her passengers off. Joe was only too pleased to 


scramble out of the car; Cath hung back for a moment. 


"Things are pretty shitty for us all right now," she murmured to her friend, "so make sure they're all OK, will 


you?" 
"From what dad's said," replied Sal with a frown, "you're getting the worst of it. But | will, | promise." 


"OK. Thanks for the lift" Cath leaned over and gave her a peck on the cheek, before getting out of the car and 
standing on the edge of the driveway, waving until Sally was out of sight heading back for the pub. 


"Come on luv," said Joe, putting his arm around Cath's shoulders, "its getting cold. Let's go in" 
"| like the sound of that,” agreed Cath wearily, "I could do with a nice warm bed. Need sleep" 
"That's not what | had in mind 

"Oh. Well. That's good too. A change is as good as a rest, they do say’ 

"Cheeky minx” 

"That's why you love me though, right?" She chuckled, mimicking his earlier statements to her. 


"Right!" 


They walked slowly along the drive, chatting quietly as they admired the stars shining overhead, far from the 
intrusive sodium glare of yellow streetlights. The curdled streak of the Milky Way twisted over the house, and 
the odd streak of a shooting star added exclamation points of sudden light to the already stunning natural 
show. 

| can see why you love this place so much," sighed Joe, "it's just so peaceful” 

‘Its my home," replied his lover gravely, "and I'll give it up for no-one.” 

There was a pause while they crunched over the last of the gravel, approaching the house. Joe needed to ask 
Cath something, but wasn't sure how to begin, an awful lot had happened since the last night of the tour, and 


he wanted - needed - to know if she was ready to start thinking about the future, or whether she would be 
content to sit back and let things happen. Act, or react? A hard decision at the best of times. 


Was he being selfish, thinking of asking her to make their relationship more permanent? Would she feel he was 
trying to break up her band, tear her away from her home? 


Seemingly oblivious to his inner turmoil, Cath waved at the policeman sitting in the car at the entrance to the 


courtyard. He waved back, then wound his window down and beckoned them over. 
"What's up, mate? Seen anything?" Asked Joe. 

"Nah. Quiet as the grave out here" 

"Charming," snorted Cath. 


"You wouldn't be going to put the kettle on, would you luv?" Queried the copper hopefully. 


Cath rolled her eyes. "OK. Tea?" 
"Great. Milk, two sugars." 
She pulled a face. "Two sugars. Ugh." 


"You're sweet enough, right?" Grinned Joe. Groaning, Cath dragged him towards her kitchen door, the 


policeman's laughter following her in. 

Once inside, kettle on and mugs out, she turned to Joe with a raised eyebrow. 

“Alright, give. What's up?" 

"You always know, don't you?" 

"Yup. Your body language drops you in it, every time." 

Joe began to pace around the kitchen, shaking his head. "| don't know where to start." 

Cath sighed, and pinched the bridge of her nose. She couldn't remember when she'd last felt this tired; Joe 
certainly knew how to pick his moments. There was enough going on right now that she could really, seriously 


do without a dose of his angst about whatever-it-was; but it was clearly important to him, so she'd listen. 


Because that's what love is all about, right? Right. 
"Just..tell me. | won't freak | won't scream. Promise." 
He turned to her, giving her his most angelic smile. "Promise?" 


"Joe." she growled, patience beginning to wear thin. He held up his hands in surrender, then came and stood in 


front of her. 

"What do you feel," he asked lightly, taking both her hands in his, "about marriage?" 
She blinked at him. Well, that certainly came out of left field, she thought irreverently. 
"In general or were you thinking of specifics?” 

Joe shrugged, watching her closely. 


"Put it this way," she sighed, giving his hands a squeeze to take any sting out of her words, "the best quote 


about marriage | ever heard was ‘do it once, do it right, and live contentedly if not happily ever after.” 


"Oh." 
"And | know for a fact you swore you'd never marry again" 

"Im asking what you think, though." 

"True. And to be honest, Joe, | also swore I'd never marry again - but probably for slightly different reasons” 


She broke their contact as she turned to make tea for the waiting copper. "Can we talk about this in the 


morning, love? | just want to hand this over, go to bed, and snore for twelve hours." 

Joe had to chuckle. His wonderful Cath, always ready to defuse a tense moment with a quip. His heart ached 
when he thought about how much he loved her; he felt differently about her than he had about anyore else, 
including his ex wife. She was strong, and fun, tough in a way he'd rarely seen in anyone else; he knew that 


sharing his life was going to be difficult but hell, this woman had difficult for breakfast. What was the quote 
about difficult and impossible? He thought for a second. 


"The difficult you do at once, the impossible takes a little longer," he muttered under his breath, with a grin 
Cath turned to him with a raised eyebrow as she was heading for the door, steaming mug in hand. 


"What was that?" 
"Tell you later." 


She snorted, and headed out the door. 


Strolling across the courtyard, she mulled over what Joe had been saying. Marriage? Out of the question. Then 


again... 
"Never say never," she chuckled quietly. Who'd have thought it? Joe Elliott, desired by millions - 


She pulled up abruptly, looking a little more closely at the police car. The man inside seemed to be..slumped. 


Asleep? 

She crept a little nearer. 

She was within ten feet when the horrible truth struck her; this man certainly wouldn't be drinking tea 
tonight, or ever again. His head lolled forward over a wash of blood that stained his shirt front and was even, 


she noticed, feeling hysteria begin to creep up, beginning to drip out of the bottom of the car door. 


His throat had been cut. 


Dropping the mug, she turned and sprinted back towards the house, mind a mass of jumbled panic. Had he 
gotten a message off? How long would it be before HQ decided to investigate his silence? Joe! She had to get 


him out of there. Did they have time to make an emergency call? 


It never even crossed her mind that she may already be too late. 


She crashed through the back door, face white. 
"Joe!" 
He opened his arms to her, holding her tightly as she clutched him, shaking. 


"You should have kept going, luv," he said quietly, lips moving lightly against her forehead. She stilled, frozen 
with fear. 


What? 

The sound of the back door slamming caused her to jump and spin in Joe's arms. The sight that met her eyes 
left her, strangely enough, feeling calmer. After all, when your worst nightmare comes true, what else is 
there to fear? 

Her only regret was that she hadn't been able to get Joe out. 

Taking a deep breath, she eyed the short, dark man who stood grinning behind the door, pointing a gun at them. 
All the fear and tension of the past few weeks - the last few years - seemed to flow out of her; after all, 
hadn't she suspected that everything was rushing towards this point? You can't, she reflected quietly to 
herself, deny destiny. And this seemed to be hers. 


It was over. He'd found her. 


"Trevor." 
"Hey babe. You don't sound surprised to see me?" 


"Well now that'll be because l'm not," Cath drawled, shuffling slowly around to put herself between Joe and her 


ex, "as soon as | heard you were out | knew you'd be here eventually.” 


"Leave us alone, man," growled Joe. 


"You?" The short, darkly intense man lifted the gun and aimed it right between Joe's eyes. The sound of him 
cocking it rang loud in the kitchen. "Shut the fuck up." 


Cath swallowed hard. One wrong move..she knew Joe could feel her trembling where she leaned against him, his 
hands tightening on her shoulders in a helpless gesture of comfort. Finally finding her voice, she struggled to 
keep the sound level. 

"Let him go, Trevor." 

"Why?" 

"Because it's me you want, right?" 

He nodded, still smiling. "But you don't know exactly what | want, do you?" 

"No." 


"It might involve him, mightn't it?" 


She watched him for a moment. Thinner than she remembered, shorter hair; the goatee beard he wore now 
actually suited him. The eyes, however..they held even more madness than she could ever recall seeing. Even 


the night he'd tried to kill her. 
"Does it?" 
Trevor laughed, a short bark of a sound. "Actually, no. But | might not want to let him go." 


Cath inched a hand behind her and found Joe's hand reaching for hers. They held each other's hands tight, 
drawing what little comfort they could from the limited contact. 


"Well, let him go and I'll do whatever you want." 

"Nol" 

"Shut up, rockstar," spat Trevor angrily. "| see you grabbing her hand. Maybe | should shoot you first, hey?" 
"Trevor, don't -" 

"And you think you get a say, bitch?" He was grinning wildly, flashing his teeth and practically prancing with joy 


at the reaction he was getting from her. She cursed inwardly as she realised that he still knew how to push 


her buttons - even after all this time. Bastard. 


"Let him go." 


"No. 


"Please," Cath whispered, tears filling her eyes despite all her efforts to stay in control. She couldn't let him 
hurt Joe. She wouldn't, dammit! 


"Aww, baby," chuckled Trevor, voice softening slightly, "you know | can never resist it when you cry. Come 


over here. Leave him there." 


"No," sighed Joe, already knowing that she was moving, turning against his body. Facing him, she brought his 
hand up to her lips and kissed it, locking her eyes on his. 


"| love you," she murmured quietly, so quietly he felt her lips against the skin of his knuckles more than heard 


her. 

"Don't." 
"Remember me." 
"Please..." 

"Do as he says." 
"Cath, no." 
"Live." 


Backing away from him, never shifting her gaze, Joe saw Cath folded into the arms of her ex husband through 
a haze of tears. He barely heard Trevor's gleeful chuckle. 


"Go on, rockstar. Get out" 


He saw the shorter man pull his lover hard into his body, then grind the muzzle of the gun into her temple 


when Joe still didn't move. 
"| said get out!" 


He wanted to scream. He wanted to charge in there and kill the little bastard; but what he found himself doing 


was moving towards the door. 


"Keep going," growled Trevor. 


He couldn't believe it. The last thing he wanted to do was leave Cath there, in the hands of this madman, but 
some innate sense of self preservation had taken over the conscious control of his body and was getting him 
the hell out of Dodge. He could feel the hairs on the back of his neck rise as he passed Trevor; what if he 

didn't mean for him to leave, and was just waiting for him to turn his back before shooting him? He couldn't 


help it. 

He had to look. 

As long as he lived, he would never, ever forget the sight that met his eyes. 

Cath was standing ramrod straight, eyes fixed forward, no expression on her pale face. Her strawberry blonde 
hair feathered down around her neck, and her grey eyes looked into the distance, fixed on a horizon only she 
could see; Joe thought she looked like a heroine from a myth, or an old legend filled with chivalry and 
monsters. Trevor resembled a troll standing behind her, short and dark, one thick hand curled around her 
stomach and the other grinding the gun into her temple, licking his lips, eyes alight with a dreadful glee as he 
pressed himself into her. 

Glancing around, he saw Joe had stopped. 

"Get out, blondie. She's mine now." 


Despite his mental screams of denial, he went - leaving his beloved to her fate. 


He knew he would never be able to forgive himself. 


“All alone at last." 

Cath said nothing, just tried to distance herself - the bit inside, the bit that she felt made up her personality, 
the ‘me’ - from what was happening around her. She could feel Trevor's free hand roaming her body, touching 
her in places only Joe was allowed to go. It meant nothing. 


"Gone all frigid on me, huh?" 


Find that spot of peace. Put yourself there and he can never reach you. His body can touch your body, but he 


can never touch your soul. 
"Come on babe. You remember the good times, huh?" 
Cath could feel her self-imposed peace beginning to be tickled by anger. Good times? What the fuck was he 


talking about? She'd been too naive to know any different when she started with him, she hadn't found out 


what good times were until she had freed herself from him. Well, apart from the music, that is. 


‘| remember that the good times were apart from you." 

Dammit. Didn't want to say that. Bet he hits me now. 

Trevor flung her away from him, giving her a savage push so that she lost her balance and fell to the kitchen 
floor, cracking her head against the cabinet. She pulled herself into a sitting position, dabbing at the corner of 
her mouth; when she saw the blood on her fingers she gave a short, ugly laugh. Well, some things never 
change, she thought wryly. 

"Don't make this more difficult than it has to be, babe." 

Difficult.” Cath was having trouble believing what she was hearing. Painfully, she pulled herself up and leaned 
back against the counter, breathing hard against the pain in her back and blinking away the stars in front of 
her eyes. 


"You've got more spirit than you had. That surprises me." 


"Enough talk, Trevor," Cath sounded angry. He always had been a gloater, but she really didn't want to hear it 
anymore. "If you're going to do it, do it.” 


Little Catherine. So keen to die." 

"Little Trevor," she sneered in return, determined to get a few cracks of her own in, "so keen to yap ‘till dawn 
| was really hoping we could rekindle a little of the magic, babe." 

"Quit calling me babe, you bastard." 

He stepped forward, lifting one hand to brush a strand of hair away from her face. "You used to like it” He 
moved his face in closer, and abruptly planted his mouth on hers, biting savagely at her lips in an attempt to 
get her to respond. She held herself still; even repressing the shudder of horror that ran through her at his 


action. 


"But | guess you just can't appreciate it any more. | love you, you know? Maybe we'll be reunited in heaven" He 


sniggered, and raised the gun. 
"See you in hell" She spat back furiously. 


Trevor fired. 


They say you never hear the shot that kills you. 


That, thought Cath, probably depends on where you get shot. In the head, | would imagine that's true. So he 
can't have blown my brains out, ‘cause | heard that shot. Feel a bit funny, though. 


She could feel the kitchen cupboards at her back; she could feel the edge of the counter where her hands 
gripped it. The floor was still under her feet, and Trevor was still in front of her, where he'd been a moment 
ago when he tried to kiss her. 


Kiss me. Kill me. Whateverthefuck. 


The left side of her chest felt a bit strange. Warm. | don't dare look down. Warm on my leg. Know | haven't wet 
myself. Looking down would be bad. 


"Ah, sorry babe," sighed Trevor, looking down at the revolver and loading another round, "that one was 
supposed to go through your heart. My hand must have slipped." 


It occurred to her that he was going to have another go. 

Fuck that. 

Whether the placement of her fall - and subsequently, where she'd stood up - had been governed by blind 
luck, subconscious judgement or simply a kind deity that watches over rock musicians, she never knew. What 
she did know was that a matter of inches from her right hand was the block that contained her kitchen knives. 
A present from a friend in the catering trade. 


So very, very sharp kitchen knives. 


"Come closer, sweetheart," she whispered. She wondered where all the strength had gone from her voice. 


Probably down her side. Beginning to sting a bit, that. 
"Sure baby," smiled Trevor, lifting the gun as he stepped in toward her. 
Now. 


In one smooth movement, she lifted and flung back her right hand, grabbed the first handle she touched, 


gripped, and swung forward. Time seemed to slow down. 


| do hope | didn't pick up the paring knife, she thought dreamily as she focused on the spot on Trevor's neck 
she was aiming for; keep your eye on the target - said a small, cold voice in her head - don't take your eye 


off the ball. 


| never could play tennis worth a shit. 
Hope | don't slash. Messy. 


Trevor never even saw it coming. 


Joe stumbled through the kitchen door into the courtyard, only to be blinded by a spotlight. Police? When did 
they get here? 


Lie on the floor with your hands above your head!" Bellowed an amplified voice. Joe just stood there, blinking 
stupidly. What the fuck? 


"Christ! Get out of the fucking way, idiots!" Roared a familiar voice. Before Joe could collect himself enough to 
even react, he saw Sharon come charging out of the spotlights, felt her grab his arm and discovered himself 
being dragged further away from the house, out into the courtyard. 

"Mr Elliott!" 

Another voice. Knight? 

"Give him some air!" 

"Your bloody lot nearly shot him, friggin’ idiots!" 

"Where is she? Where's Cath?" 

"Mr Elliott! We have to know what the situation is!" 

Voices, lots of voices. Sharon, Alice, Chris, Knight, Trevithick..still blinded from the lights and sickened by what 
he'd been through, he couldn't focus. Suddenly, all the voices, the commotion, began to fade away into 
greyness; as though he was feeling his body from a great distance he knew his knees had connected with the 
courtyard surface. 

That'll be me passing out then, he thought tiredly. Well, at least | won't know what happens. 

"Jesus. JOE!" 


Alice. Alice wanted to speak to him. Must be important. 


"Hey," he said to her, slurring slightly. She was knelt in front of him, holding both his arms above the elbow. He 
tried to blink away the fog and concentrate. 


"Is it Trevor?" 

He nodded yes. Knight swore in the background. 

"Does he have a gun?" 

Another yes. More swearing, followed by rapid-fire orders being snarled into a radio. 
‘Is Cath..is she.." Alice choked on the question, and Joe saw her blinking back tears. 
"Alive." He managed to say. Then: "When did you lot get here?" 


He saw John Trevithick kneel into his line of vision "One of our squad cars was passing - must have been 


minutes after you two were taken hostage. He stopped off, saw the dead officer, and called it in" 


"They called us immediately," added Sharon quietly, from behind Joe. He felt her place a hand on his shoulder 


and give it a squeeze. 

"We got here as quick as we could.” 
"Its OK, Johnno." 

"This should never have happened!" 


"We know,” sighed Sharon, moving over to the distressed officer, "but it did Now we've just got to get her out. 
tl be OK. | know it.” 


Which would have sounded a lot more convincing if her voice hadn't cracked at the end. 


Joe suddenly lurched to his feet, one thought burning white-hot in his mind. Alice grabbed him to steady his 


lunge. 

"He's going to kill her! Alice!" 

She just grabbed him close, holding him until he stopped struggling; then held him even tighter while he cried 
like a child, already grieving for one not yet lost. When the initial storm passed, she lifted his face with one 
finger and gently stroked the tears from his saddened green eyes. 


"Come on. Come back with me. The paramedics will want a word, and so will Knight" 


Joe's face hardened. 


"Go easy on her, Joe. She's hurting too. One of her men is dead, remember? She's got to see his family later." 
"| need to stay." 

"Me too. But out of the line of fire, OK?" 

"Well..." 

"Come on" 

Giving in, he followed her back to the line of the old stables and permitted the medics to sit him down and 
fuss over him. From the corner of his eye he saw a familiar shape; Zeff. The cat crept over to his feet and 
briefly brushed his head against his legs, clearly nervous with all these strangers around. 


"| know mate," sighed Joe to the cat, "I know." 


He watched the animal disappear back into the night, then reappear on the roof of the building; looking quickly 
at Joe, then settling down to watch the door of the house as if it were the biggest mousehole in existence. 


Man and cat kept their vigil, oblivious to all around them. Waiting. 


One shot, followed a few seconds later by another. 

Joe didn't stop to think, just launched himself at the door he had come through scant moments before; it was 
as though his brain had stopped working the second he heard the sounds. It took three police officers to stop 
him; even so, it was only Alice placing herself between him and the door and grabbing his face that had 
brought him back to himself. 

Alice herself didn't know what had moved her - she had frozen the moment she heard the shots. It was 
probably the sight of Joe dragging himself toward the farmhouse that got her going; draped with three 
coppers and bellowing like a bull, totally focused on reaching his beloved Cath, she knew she had to stop him. 
If Cath was alive, the police would need to get in first to administer first aid and secure the scene. 

If they were both alive, the police would need to bring Trevor down 

If Cath was dead, then there was nothing they could do anyway. 


Except grieve. 


Alice held Joe's face and stared into his eyes. 


"Joel" 
He was moaning, staring right through Alice, lost in memories. 


"- He had one bullet for me, and one for himself. Said at his trial that | was too good for this world, so he was 


going to send me to another. Since he couldn't live without me, he'd come along for the ride." 


"- He's spent ten years around the worst rapists, sadists, murderers and scum this country can provide, and 


you ask me why l'm afraid?" 

'- If | die, well, its my time and that's all there is to it” 

"JOE!" 

Please God, dor't let it be. ve just found her. Please don't take her away. 
"Joe, say something, please” 


He finally focused on her. "Alice -" his voice cracked, and she flung her arms around him; clutching each other, 


they barely noticed the armed response team slipping in through the farmhouse door. 
But they did hear the squad leader's shout, barely a minute later. 
"Medic!" 


Alice dropped Joe and grabbed the arm of the paramedic running to the house; a swiftly whispered word and 
then she raced back, sending him flying after the professional with two words: 


"She's alive.” 


"Sir, you can't come in here!" A heavily armed and armoured officer moved to stop Joe, but the squad leader 


swiftly stepped in. 
"He's the boyfriend. It's OK” 
"But, sir -" 


The subordinate was silenced with a look, and retired to the door, grumbling under his breath. The older man 
gripped Joe's arm and stared into the frantic green eyes. 


‘It's not pretty.” 

"Please -" 

"Just don't panic, don't get in the way - and don't puke, got it?" 

"Got it" 

"Go." 

Shooting past him, Joe slid to a halt when the full impact of the scene in front of him sank into his brain. The 
first thing he saw was Cath, sitting on the floor with her back to the kitchen cupboards; soaked in blood, pale 
- but alive. She spotted him and gave a little wave, just a lift of the finger and a twitch of the lips, but a 
greeting. 

Trevor lay flat on his back in front of her, his feet almost touching hers, gun still gripped in his right hand. His 
left was lifted toward his throat, hardly surprising, as he had an eight-inch butcher's knife sticking clean 
through it. 


He still wore a look of surprise. 


"Weren't expecting that, were you, fuckwit?" Said Joe under his breath, stepping over the corpse to crouch at 


his lover's side. "Hey," he said to her softly. 

"Hey," she croaked back. Joe looked into her eyes to avoid looking at what the paramedic was doing; Cath's shirt 
was torn open and the man appeared to be slipping some sort of pad over an ugly hole in the left side of her 
chest. 

"You did it, " Joe said, taking her right hand and giving it a gentle squeeze. 

"| did, didn't |?" She whispered with a tiny smile, which became a grimace of pain 

"Don't talk," muttered the paramedic, with a scowl at Joe, "it'll make you -" 

Cath gave a series of short, sharp coughs, spraying the man with blood. 

"= cough. See?" 

She tried to smile. Joe shook his head, sat cross-legged beside her and held her hand tight; he just began to 
talk, hoping to soothe away the fear he saw in her eyes at so much blood around the place. From the corner 


of his eye, he saw the paramedic nod in approval at his tactics, so he focused hard on her face and kept 


talking. 


Inside, however, he was wondering just how much blood a person could lose, and still live. 


"Joe," Alice ran to his side as the gurney bearing her friend was hurried into the back of a waiting ambulance. 
She grabbed his arm and hung on as there was a short, snarled argument between police, paramedics and Joe 
as to whether he was to be allowed to go with her; he lost. 

Seeing that he was about to punch someone - and not particularly fancying trying to bail him out of a police 
cell tonight, of all nights - she dragged him by main force over to a car where Sharon was already waiting, 
engine running. 


"Sarah and Sav are on their way," yelled Sharon as they got closer, "get in!" 


Joe dived into the back, Alice the front, and with an impressive wheelspin Sharon piloted the car out of the 


courtyard and away, following the ambulance. 


"So what happened?" Asked Alice, a little more relaxed now they were on their way. Joe wrapped his arms 


around himself and lowered his head, trying to think 

"Trevor's dead." 

"Good. How?" 

"She somehow managed to shove a kitchen knife through his neck" 

"That's my girl," growled Sharon, scowling furiously as she drove like a madwoman 

"How...how is she?" 

"Alive." 

"Terse, Joe, and unhelpful. Details, mate." 

"He shot her -" his voice became a squeak, and he took a moment to clear his throat and gather his thoughts. 


"He shot her through the chest, left side, aimed for her heart and missed." Better, he thought. To listen to 


him, you'd never know that something inside him was howling in pain, and wouldn't stop. 
"Fuck" 
"Bastard," breathed Alice, "and?" 


"She's lost a lot of blood. The medic said her left lung is punctured and there's pieces of bone scattered 


through her chest" 

"Damn" 

"She's.she was still conscious when they took her away..goddamn, can't we go any faster?" 
"Easy, Joe” 

"Fuck you 


"We love her too, mate," grumbled Sharon, white knuckled behind the wheel, "so either cool it or fuckin’ walk. Do 
| make myself clear?" 


Alice had to turn away to hide a faint twitch of a smile. Joe saw it anyway. 

"Hts not funny: 

"You're right, its not, But if you dont smile, you're going to bust a blood vessel by the time we get there. 
"Hmph" 


"Now that would be funny," commented Sharon, almost conversationally as she corrected a small rear end slide 
caused by taking a sharp bend at sixty miles an hour, "Cath recovering completely and having to explain to her 
that Joe died of a stroke on the way to hospital” 

"Sharon!" 

"Dont yell at me, 'Liss, | need to concentrate." 

"Slow downl! We're no bloody good to anybody dead in a damn ditch!" 

"Spoilsport." 

They did slow down a bit, but not much. Joe wrapped his arms around himself and found himself wondering 
about a comment Alice had made that night in Phil's garden; the truth of it sang through him now, and he 
hung on to it in order to give his mind something else to gnaw at. 


"Just how many types of pain are there?" She had asked. 


He didn't know. But he was beginning to think he'd felt most of them. 


Guilty 

Sharon swung her car to a halt in front of the Accident and Emergency department of the hospital. 

"Out. Ill park up and find you in there" She said quickly. 

Joe and Alice tumbled out of the car and dived through the double doors, charging up to the reception desk. 
"We're looking for Catherine Sams? Gunshot wounds." Alice rapped out before Joe could speak 


‘lm sorry," the sour faced woman behind the desk answered, not looking sorry at all, "but | cannot give out 


any information about patients." 

"We're her family!" 

The woman leaned back in her chair and folded her arms, a look of disgust glancing across her face. "I'm sure." 
"What is this?" Snapped Joe. "Look, there should be police with her. We need to see her, now." 

I'm sorry," repeated the woman, slipping into a monotone, "I cannot give out -" 

"Any information, | know. Where's your boss?" 

The woman's eyes glittered with amusement. "Off shift.” 

Sharon caught up with them both just as they began shouting at the unhelpful harridan blocking their 
progress at the desk. She knew things couldn't be going well; Alice was attempting to climb over the oak 
panelled barrier but was so furious she couldn't co-ordinate her arms and legs, and Joe was roaring about 
solicitors, red faced. 

Sharon caught the arm of a security guard as he headed determinedly for the two angry friends. 

"Would there be a patient in here surrounded by shit loads of coppers?" 

The man pulled up and eyed her suspiciously. 

"Yeah. Some DI. giving us all a hard time about keeping the press out" 


"She's our friend. Will you take us to her?" 


"You gonna get those two under control?" 


"Leave it to me." 

Sneaking up behind her enraged friends - who were still screaming at the unhelpful receptionist, now standing 
well away from the desk, arms folded and smirking - she reached out a hand, pinched both arses hard, and 
ducked swiftly. 

Alice and Joe both spun round, fists swinging. 

Sharon stood up once they realised they hadn't connected with anyone. 

"What the fuck?" 

"Come on. This guy can take us to Cath." 

"Finally," breathed Alice. 

As the security guard led them deeper into the hospital, Joe looked back over at the receptionist, watching 
them and scowling unhappily. Grinning nastily, he flipped her the finger and mouthed ‘fuck you' at her, feeling 
rather satisfied when her eyes went wide and she looked shocked. 

"Sour old bitch," commented Alice quietly. 


"Joe, you're a bad man," snorted Sharon, 


"Whatever. | just need to see Cath." 


The security guard showed them into a private room, which, they were relieved to see, contained Knight as 


well as Sarah, Sav and another couple of officers they hadn't seen before. 


"What's the news?" Asked Joe quickly of the DI, while the girls greeted each other. Sarah's face was reddened 
from crying; he overheard her telling Sharon that they'd been at dinner when the first call came. What she 
felt particularly bad about was that she'd not answered her phone when it had rung, just switched it off; it 


was only later that she listened to her voicemail and realised what was happening. 
She sobbed into Sharon's shoulder that she felt pretty guilty about that. 


Joe caught Sav's eye. Guilty, huh? He could appreciate that. The same emotion had been crawling around his 
spine ever since Trevor had pointed that gun at him in Cath's kitchen It burned. 


"She's in surgery," sighed Knight softly, rubbing a hand across her eyes. "They'll be out to tell us as soon as 


they know whether - that is, as soon as they know more." 


"Whether she'll live or die, is what you mean." 

The Inspector didn't answer, just looked down and reshuffled some papers. 
"Why did he do it?" Asked Sharon suddenly. All eyes turned to her. 
"What?" Alice seemed puzzled. "He always said he'd be back for her." 

| mean, why now?" 

First time out?" Sav supplied, lifting an eyebrow. 

“Actually, no." 


Joe noticed that Knight had frozen at the small drummer's words, and the tension in his gut tightened up a 
notch. 


"If you know something." breathed Alice, “and you didn't tell us.." she left it hanging, but her anger was clear. 


The atmosphere in the small room was thicker than fog; the two other officers edged carefully toward the 
door, leaving their boss alone to face the friend's anger. 


"We think," said Knight slowly, not actually meeting anyone's eyes, "that we know why he chose now to break 
away and find Cath." 


"And?" Snarled Sarah, between gritted teeth. Sav moved up behind her and laid a hand on her shoulder, 
concerned that she might overreact. She was the slowest to anger of all four of the women, but had a nasty 


tendency to punch first and ask questions later when truly wound up. 


The Inspector straightened up and fixed Joe with a direct stare. "Because of this," she said quietly, handing a 
magazine article wrapped in a clear plastic bag marked ‘evidence’ to him. He recognised the magazine; their 
reporters had made the last week of the tour a nightmare trying to get some sort of scoop on both band's 


behaviour. 


Joe looked at it for a long, long moment, before handing it back to Knight and leaving the room, slamming the 


door hard behind him. 


Sharon dived across and snatched it from her, looked at it, swore viciously, threw the article to Alice and 


raced out the door after Joe. Knight looked across at Alice and sighed deeply. 


"Now you know why | didn't want to share that information until we knew..well, until we know how Catherine will 


be." 


Alice sank slowly into a seat, and put her head into her trembling hands. Sarah joined her, weeping quietly. 
Wondering what the hell was going on, Sav retrieved the evidence bag from the floor where it had fallen from 
Alice's nerveless fingers, looking at the article his eyes widened, and he too felt the need to sit down. 


"This won't make things any easier on Mr Elliott," commented Knight to no one in particular. 


"No shit." Sav shook his head sadly and looked at the floor. One thought alone stood clear in his mind, oh, Joe, 


you poor bastard. 


Sharon skidded around the corner of the corridor, and realised she'd lost sight of Joe. Damn! OK girl, think. 
Where would he be going? 


She looked around herself, thinking hard. Typical hospital smells and sights assaulted her senses; disinfectant, 
glaring lights, beeping pagers, crowds of people..chaos and confusion. Outside, then. Somewhere peaceful, where 


he could think about what he'd seen. 


Swinging her head round again, she spotted the security guard that had led them across the department 


earlier. Trotting across to him, she gave him a huge grin. 
"Hey mate. How's it going?" 
"Not bad. Look, you're the drummer for that band, aren't you?" 


Take your time. Grabbing him by the collar and shaking him isn't going to help anyone; he's a fan, that's cool. 


See if you can use it. Despicable, but necessary. 

"| am. Heaven" 

"Yeah. You guys are great! So that was Alice earlier?" 

"Yeah. Not a happy lady." 

"And Joe Elliott?" 

"Also not happy. You know it's our bassist who's been hurt?" 

The young man made a sympathetic face. "Yeah, | heard. Must be hard on you." 


Sharon suddenly had to hold her breath at what was possibly the understatement of the century. All the 


emotions of the past day attempted to overwhelm her; she could only pinch the bridge of her nose, close her 


eyes and fight for control 
"Oh, hey..'m sorry. 

"That's OK’ 

"Look, Joe Elliott came through here like a bat out of hell a few minutes ago. Are you trying to find him?" 
Sharon's eyes lit up. "Yeah! Did you see where he went?" 

"No, But come with me..l'm not supposed to do this but what the hell” 


He led her a little way down the corridor into a small, darkened room lined with TV monitors. On them were 


views of the whole hospital, from the car parks to the roof via each and every hallway. 


"Hey man," said the guard to the enormously fat man sitting watching the monitors, "need you to find 


something for me." 


"What?" His voice seemed to bubble up from somewhere deep beneath all those layers of fat; Sharon just 
hoped he wasn't as slow and stupid as he looked 


"Six two, blonde Caucasian male. Long black coat. Looks pretty worried." 

"Probably smoking somewhere,” added Sharon helpfully. The fat man never moved. 

“Outsiders aren't allowed in here, Simon" 

"| know. It's important, Eddie. Please." 

Sighing deeply, Eddie skimmed his sausage fingers over the keyboard with lightning speed, flickering through 
images so rapidly Sharon couldn't follow it. More quickly than she would have believed, Eddie pointed out a tall 
figure leaning on a wall, head drooping, smoking a cigarette and looking utterly miserable. All the sins of the 
world seemed to be on his shoulders, and he kept swiping a hand across his eyes, like he was trying to wipe 
Tears away. 

"Joe," she whispered 

"Behind the Maternity Unit. Get him out of there. The oxygen store is just round the corner. Go." 


Sharon leaned over and dropped a quick kiss on Eddie's cheek. "Cheers." 


He rumbled with amusement, shaking his head as Simon led Sharon from the room and began to give her 


directions to where Joe was lurking. Just before she left, he rather shyly passed over a piece of paper and a 


pen. Grinning, she gave him her autograph and promised that she would try to get the others for him. 


She took off running again, hoping that Joe hadn't moved. She had to find him, god only knew what he was 
putting himself through. 


It was all his fault. 

However you cut it, whichever way you twisted it, it was his fault. 

If it weren't for him, she wouldn't be in hospital, dying. 

The magazine article. The one that had set Trevor's mind aflame, and brought him running to kill his ex wife 
and end any shot at happiness she might have. Not so much the article, even. The picture. When he found that 
photographer he was going to..well, it wasn't his fault, really. 

But his. Joe's. 


| didn't know, his mind wailed to himself. | didn't. 


But there was no getting away from it; Joe had done it, Trevor had seen it, and now Cath lay dying. Probably 
dying. 


A full page, Technicolor image..of Joe kissing Cath on stage. 

Still wrapped in his misery, he didn't notice Sharon come panting around the corner. She paused for a moment 
when she saw him; partly to get her breath back, but mostly because he looked like a man mired in his own 
private hell. That sort of grief you don't barge into lightly. 


"Joe." 


He didn't move. She didn't think he knew she was there, and started towards him again; when he spoke, 


however, his words froze her in her tracks. 

Its my fault, Sharon. All my fault. If it wasn't for me your best mate would be fine." 
"Joe, come on..." 

He shook his head, tears beginning to run down his face. 


"| should have stayed away from her. From you all." 


"Don't —" 
"| am cursed, you know. Gotta be." 

"Joe, that's enough!" 

He looked up at her, startled out of his reverie for a moment. 


"First," she said firmly, "we need to move away from here. The oxygen store is around the corner and the 


whole place will go bang if that goes up." 

He just stared at her. She tuted irritably. "Second. If it hadn't been you, it would have been someone else 
eventually. We're in the mags now, you know? With the album and stuff. Eventually someone would get their 
pic took like that with her." 

"| suppose,” he grated in reply, grinding his cig out under his heel. 


"No suppose about it. Look, we need to get back. You want to know how she is, don't you?" 


She groaned inwardly as another wave of guilt passed over his face. "Christ. Never mind that, let's just go 


shall we?" 


Nodding gloomily, he followed her back into the hospital building. 


Cath dreamed. 

She relived flashes of the evening; watched over and over again the long knife enter Trevor's neck on one side 
and burst from the other in a fine spray of gore. The look in Joe's eyes while he was singing and glanced over 
to her; looking at the stars with his arm around her. 

Happiness. Fear. Love. Hate. 

They were all there, swirling slowly around her. 

She moved between the images, considering some, avoiding others. 

Being on stage. Nights spent with her friends, with lovers..with Joe. 

A pattern was beginning to emerge, she noticed with some surprise; moving one way, the images began to 


fade, being replaced at some distance with a shining white light. Moving the other way, they intensified, swirling 


thicker and faster, more confused yet more vibrant, more absorbing and finally, more alive. 


She returned to the centre, and tried to think. 
What am | doing? l'm dreaming. This is all very strange. 


‘It doesn't have to be this way, you know," chuckled a vaguely familiar, remembered voice from behind her. 


"Well," sighed the surgeon, "she's stable. We've sorted out the ribs, patched up the lung; but she’s still lost a 
hell of a lot of blood" 


"Will she be alright?" Asked Sarah, voice quavering. 

The surgeon looked at her, rings of exhaustion around his own eyes. The night was long over, now; the sun was 
creeping over the buildings and sending warm rays through the window behind him. It didn't matter to the 
exhausted friends. They would stay until they knew if their friend was going to live, or die. 

"The next twenty four hours are critical." 


"Is there anything we can do?" asked Joe quietly. 


"Pray" 


Shortly after the surgeon had left, an administrator came and found them. 

"You're Miss Sam's family, yes?" 

"Well," said Sharon honestly, "friends. But she's estranged from her family, so we're it. Is that OK?" 

‘I'm sure," replied the administrator smoothly. "We have a set of rooms next to the intensive care unit, it's 


not unusual for families to want to remain nearby for the first day or two. This means you can do it a little 


more comfortably. 
"All of us?" asked Sav. 
"Yes." 


"Lead on" 


This is my dream. Who's intruding into my dream? Get out of my head. 
"Well, not exactly, luv." 

Get. Out. Of. My. Head. 

"You're not really in your head, you see." 

That got her attention. 

"Where am |, then?" 

"Balanced. Somewhere between life and death. Its up to you at this point" 
If | turn around, what am | going to see?" 

"Try it 


She turned round, wondering as she did so how it was possible to turn when you felt like a disembodied 


consciousness. Perhaps you turn your point of view? Metaphysics. Go figure. 

What she saw took the breath she was sure she wasn't breathing away. There in front of her - well, sort of 
- stood a person she had never, in the flesh, actually met; she knew him, though. Like thousands and 
thousands of others, she had mourned his passing and still grieved for his absence. 


"Steve. Wow." 


He grinned, shaking long blonde hair away from his eyes. "In the - well, | was going to say flesh, but you know 
what | mean." 


She felt tears threaten. He looked so well. So..alive. 


He opened his arms to her, and she went to him; bodiless or not, the hug he gave her felt solid, warm and 


comforting. She listened to his heartbeat for a while, then pulled back. 

"What's going on?" 

"Is complicated, but the short version is that if you go that way," he pointed to fading images, and the white 
light, "you die. Go the other way," he waved his other arm toward the intensifying storm, "you live. You get to 


choose, which is pretty rare, by the way." 


"Rare?" 


"Yeah. Most of us have a time. We get to our time, we're gone. Sometimes, though, the system gets it wrong 


and a soul winds up here, balanced. They get to choose.” 
"Oh. Is that what happened to you?" 

"Nah. It was my time. | had to go" 

"If | choose to live, will | remember this?" 

"Some of it. Perhaps” 

She considered her position, watched closely by Steve. 

"| suppose | should live, then" 

He sighed deeply. "Look, it's not up to me. | asked to come here and tell you what was going on; the only other 
thing m allowed to say is that if you go that way," nodding at the storm of images, “it's no guarantee of a 
happy life. Or a long one. 


She looked at him quizzically. 


"You might only go back long enough to say goodbye to your friends. Or get shot by a random nutter running 
loose in the hospital." 


"Fucking hell, mate, that's not terribly helpful." 

He shrugged and sighed. "Sorry." 

She considered the images, and the paths. One lead to certain peace; she could see Steve glancing at it 
occasionally, as though he couldn't wait to take that path again. Peace had never been common in her life, could 
she, in all conscience, go back knowing that she'd turned away from perfect peace? On the other hand, back 
there..Joe. Alice. Sharon. Sarah. Zeff. Life. But also pain, whole bucketloads of it. 

"Steve?" 

"Yes, sweetheart?" 


"| know. I've got to go now, OK?" 


He held out his arms to her again, and they held each other close once more. Stepping back from him, she 


touched his face briefly. 


"See you soon, OK mate?" 
"Look forward to it," he grinned. 


Squaring her shoulders, she set off. 


Holding Cath's hand in intensive care, Joe watched her pale face and hoped like hell that she'd know he was 
there. 


‘lm sorry, you know. When you get out of here..well, I'll understand if you never want to see me again. But | 


love you, you know?" 


He paused, listening to her breathe and glancing at the monitors which watched over her, beeping quietly. He 
took a deep breath of his own. 


"But | wouldn't change it. I'd change Trevor, if | could; l'd change the past. But not us. Not that. | don't regret 
that at all. I'd still chase you to the ends of the earth to make you love me." 


He wished her eyes would open, her hand tighten on his. Anything. 

"| was all set to respect your wishes; you'd all been so good all tour. You'd promised not to try and get off 
with us, you'd even declined politely when we invited you to get involved...” he smiled briefly, remembering the 
after show party in Wichita. The boys had all bet that one of them could get one of the girls into bed; they'd 
all lost money. Except Mal, who'd gotten to know how stubborn the girls could be when they put their minds to 
it. 


"But that last night | just couldn't help myself. | wanted you so badly..when you ran from me, | was angry at 
first. Then Sharon talked to me, and | was so sure | could mend your heart. Arrogant, huh?" 


He lifted her hand to his forehead and closed his eyes. 


"God, Cath. Come back to me. | love you. Come back." 


Alice joined him some time later. 
"You need to get some rest. I'll stay here with her, if you like." 


Joe shook his head. "| want to stay, Alice. | just -" 


Even before he could finish his sentence, the tone of the noises coming from the machinery monitoring his 
lover changed abruptly. Lights began to flash and alarms sound, before he could do or say a thing, nurses 
were practically throwing him out. 

"What the-?" 

"Sorry Mr Elliott, please wait outside," snapped a harried looking nurse, dumping him on Alice and rushing back 
to Cath's bedside. He almost ran after her; only Alice's firm hold stopped him from following her back. The two 
friends stood by the door for a moment, listening to the sounds of Cath fighting for her life made them both 
feel useless. 

"lve got to get out of here." 

“Come on bro." 

Finding their way to the ‘families room’ to one side of the intensive care ward they found the rest of the band 
curled up asleep on the various sofas and chairs; deciding not to wake them was the hardest thing Joe had 
ever done. Alice and he clung to each other silently, and waited for news. 

* 

Some half-hour later, they got it. 

‘lm sorry, Mr Elliott... 

Sharon fell off the sofa at Joe's hoarse shout of anguish. As soon as she saw his face, saw Alice wrap her 
arms around herself and begin to keen, she knew what had finally happened. Sarah and Sav bolted upright at 
the sound, she burrowed into Sav's neck even as he helplessly stretched out a hand to his grieving friend. 


Cath was gone. 


The nurse withdrew, giving the family time to absorb the news. She did this several times a week; it didn't 


make it any easier. Another nurse touched her shoulder as she returned to the ward. "You OK?" 
"No." 
"How'd they take it?" 


"As expected" She sighed, and accepted the offered cup of tea. "They're falling apart in there. Better tell 
security; if they see that pack of press at the front door they'll flip. God, | hate this job sometimes." 


"You think it's worth sending the transplant co-ordinator in?" 


"Give them a minute." 

"Can't hang around." 

She looked across to the still, silent figure half way down the ward. 

"Fuck. Alright, send him in Talk to the little red haired one; she seems to be the most..grounded" She finished 
her tea, and threw the cup into the bin. "I hate this part," she muttered under her breath, to no one in 
particular. 

* 

Cath joined Steve at the point where the images were nothing more than ghosts against the light. He was 
looking into the centre of the light, smoking a cigarette. 

"They let you smoke up here?" 

He grinned at her, and took her hand. 

"You'll see. Didn't think you'd come this way." 

"I can't take the pain. Not anymore. | hope Joe understands...” 

"Give him time. He will" 

Steve put his arm around her shoulders, and together they went into the light. 

* 

A slight, fair haired man in a nurse's tunic entered the room and headed for Sharon and Joe. He was on his 
knees in her arms, wailing and rocking, she was just holding him close and quietly telling him how much Cath 
had loved him, how he'd completed her life and, most of all, that it wasn't his fault. Grieving herself, she was 


only hanging on to her own mind by helping Joe not lose his. 


"Sharon Pigeon?" He asked quietly. She nodded, then her eyes widened as she noticed the name tag he wore on 


his tunic - or to be more precise, the wording underneath it. 

Transplant co-ordinator. 

"Joo?" 

He rocked back on his heels, and regarded Sharon through tear reddened eyes. 


"We need to think about something pretty -" her voice cracked, "-pretty serious. Do you think you can?" 


He sniffed hard, rubbed his arm across his eyes and nodded. Standing up, he towered over the smaller man, 
seeing the tag he wore made him curse and close his eyes with the pain of the thought. 


| know this is hard for you all," the nurse said quietly, "but do any of you know what Miss Sams' views on 


organ donorship were?" 

Silence fell, broken only by Alice's sobs. 

"Her name was Catherine," growled Sarah, clenching her teeth. 

The nurse nodded sadly. "I'm sorry. | meant no offence." 

"Actually," sighed Joe, not really wanting to hear the words his mouth was saying, "she was all in favour. She 
always said that -" his throat closed again, and he gave a strangled sob, "- that if she was gone -" he had to 
stop. 


"She was in favour, then?" 


Nods. No one wanted to meet anyone's eye; none of them wanted to answer the question they knew was 


coming next. 

"We would like your permission to take some of her organs to donate to other very sick people -" 
Joe's control broke down, and with a hoarse bark of pain he sat down and buried his head in his hands. 
Alice stood up, sniffed hard, and nodded. 

"Give me the paperwork. I'll sign it." 


He silently passed it over. Alice scanned it quickly, signed it, and passed it back. "No offence mate, but..get out. 


Leave us alone." 


Nodding in understanding, he quietly left them to their grief. 


- One week later - 
A light drizzle fell from an overcast sky on the day they laid their friend to rest. 


There was no church service; Cath had been adamantly anti-religion and, unbeknownst to her friends, had 


sought and received permission some time ago to be buried on her own property, in the paddock at the 


farmhouse. 


Her friend Phil presided over the proceedings, he had admitted to Joe the previous night that he and Cath had 
discussed this possibility many, many times over the years since Trevor had tried to kill her the first time. 
They had been talking quietly in the kitchen of the farmhouse; it had been her wish that her friends and 
bandmates gather there for the burial the next day. Joe had found it almost impossibly hard to sit in the 
same place where his beloved Cath had been so terribly, terribly injured. 


"She knew it would happen eventually," the big man said quietly, seemingly oblivious to the slow drip of tears 
down into his beard, "so she didn't want her friends to have to think about organising a funeral when they 


were upset.” 

"Upset," Joe had replied, hollowly. Upset. That didn't begin to even touch how they all felt. 
Bereft, yes. Agonised. Lonely. Despairing. 

Upset. How Cath. 


The trees bowed under the weight of water on their leaves; the birds almost silent as they went about their 
business in the sodden undergrowth. It was as though the whole property mourned the passing of it's beloved 
mistress, who had saved it all from dereliction and rot. It wouldn't be sold; she had left it to the band in her 
will, with the rider that if they didn't want it then it was to be donated to the women's shelter where she had 
found refuge. The facilities were to be used for training, therapy and accommodation, the studio for personal 
development of not only the battered women but their children, too. 


Gina, Cath's bass tech, had explained all this to Joe that morning as they watched the slow drip of rain from 


the eaves. 

"That's where | met her, you know," sighed Gina quietly, "the refuge. She saved my life." 

Joe had lost count of the number of people - mainly women - who had said that to him. 

ll miss her," they all said. 

Joe couldn't shake the terrible bitterness and guilt he'd been left with since her death; he still felt that it was 
his fault, somehow. Nothing the remaining members of Heaven - or his own bandmates - could say helped, and 
he was slowly driving himself crazy with it. 

Until last right. 

He'd forced himself to go up to her room for the first time since that terrible night, and sat down on the bed, 


lost in memory. Before he knew it, he had laid down and, after a storm of weeping, fallen asleep; some familiar 


noise had woken him and in that half-waking state he was sure - so sure - that he'd seen Cath bend over him 


and felt her feather a kiss lightly on his lips. 

"Write it down, idiot," she'd said fondly, "put it to music. Sing it” 

He'd sat up. No one. It had to have been a dream, but oddly had indeed made him feel a little better. 
Sitting at her desk, using her stationary and pens, he began to write. 

* 


The Leppards and their wives were all here; Heaven had invited everyone who was close to come and wish Cath 
a good journey. Joe had been gratified - but not terribly surprised - to see the hordes of people surrounding 
the property; some fans, but mostly people who had been touched by the remarkable little musician. He stood 
in the rain with his friends and his family, and watched the woman he had wanted to marry put into the 


ground. 

"Goodbye, luv," he sighed, throwing a rose into the deep, muddy hole. 

Zeff made a chirruping noise, and looked up at Joe; the wild tomcat and the singer had been practically 
inseparable since Joe had arrived, and more than one person marvelled at the sight of a cat getting so wet in 
order to accompany one friend, and say goodbye to another. 


"C'mon mate," said Joe, looking down at the cat. 


They walked away from the grave together. 


